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	1. Chapter 1

_Hello, welcome to this fan fiction of HTTYD. In this version, Hiccup and Astrid are gender bent as well as Hiccup being a vegan/vegetarian. I wanted to create a more meaningful bond between Toothless and Hiccup and felt this change could do so nicely. This fiction will include deleted scenes from the film as well as references to the television series. Being as this is my first fan fiction, I am open to suggestions and comments. Rating may be subject to change in the future. Posting this fan fiction 4-21-2014. Without further ado, please enjoy and thank you for your time._

...

Sleeping soundly on her furs is the smallest girl in Berk, a small island in the Archipelago populated by stubborn Vikings. Her name, Hiccup. Short brunette hair framing her slim pale freckle covered face. Petite yet curvy physique, she's not your standard Viking.

Hiccup shivers awake, _Today's the day,_ she thought lifting herself up and hastily puts on her long-sleeved green tunic, dark tights, fur vest and matching fur boots. Slowly making her way to the staircase, careful not to make a sound as she stepped down. At the front door, she quietly opens it and exits to the cool night air.

Running across the plaza she makes it to the forge where she is the blacksmith's apprentice, making war machines and fixing dull or broken weapons/tools for the town. This is where she makes herself useful when there's a...

"DRAGON ATTACK!"

The sounds of doors smashing open and people shouting soon covers the air of the village as torches are lit. Coming down the stairs is Gobber, the blacksmith," Nice of you to join the party so early, Hiccup. I was afraid the beast'd carried you off."

"Me? And have you short a worker, no I'm too 'muscular' for their taste," she smirked sarcastically as she readied the fire pit and lit the candles.

"Ha, well, they might need a toothpick," he laughed throwing a worn sword over the hot coals and hammering away.

Hiccup opens the window where several men toss their twisted weapons on the counter with so little as a '_Mornin_'. She hugs the pile together and drops them over the pit, Gobber moving to a metal table to work. Within minutes she has them reshaped, sharpened, balanced and sent out only to have more customers at the ready.

"Hiccup!" a loud voice in the crowd called. Stoick the Vast, chief of the tribe. Some say he popped a dragon's head before he could crawl and like most others, she believed that. He's the big strong guy who defends the village from the raids and has mounted more dragons than you can count, and he was heading straight for the window.

"What are you doing here? What is she doing here?" he questioned looking around.

"Don't worry Stoick, she's with me," Gobber reassured. "Just worry about those pest at yer back," he calmly replied referring to the Zippleback behind him. And with a punch to its two heads, he was off.

Hiccup kept at her job, sharpening, shaping and sending off weapons while the others fought the great beast outside. To say she felt left out was an understatement. Killing a dragon is everything on Berk. Yet here she is, inside making the tools made to kill them. Not her ideal spot, but it's what she had to work with.

With the last customers gone, she had a chance to look outside. Fire eats at the new houses and sheep run amok. Villagers are shouting, chasing off Gronckles and Nadders. The fire patrol running with buckets of water, trying to die out the flames. Those in the patrol are the other teenagers her age: Fishlegs, Snotlout, the twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut and Aarne. They all douse a house clear of fire before a giant fireball crashes down on it again. What she would give to be like them.

With them off to clear more fires, Hiccup felt a tug at her shoulder, "Look lass, I know you want to be out there, but here you're safe. It's fer yer own good."

"Yeah I know, but maybe if I have two minutes I could make my mark and..." he cut her off before she could finish.

"And that's exactly why yer father won't let you out. You might get a mark or a limb blown off and what then?" Concern filled in his eyes as he noticed her expression sink, "You can't fight like us; the best you get is to help make the fight easier with yer smith skill."

She knew it was true, her skills in the forge being the best she could give. She just wanted to give more. Gobber gave her a pat on the head, "If you want to help out there you need to stop," he lifted his broad arms towards her flimsy form. "...All of this."

She shot him a confused look. "But you just gestured to all of me."

"Exactly, stop being all of you."

"Thank you, for summing that up," she stated dryly.

"And if Stoick ever found out I let you out..." Gobber reached out for a sword waiting at the window.

"I know..." she drowned before imitating Stoick's brute voice, "'There will be consequences'."

"You get the idea." He handed her the sword, "Sword. Sharpen. Now." With that, she was off to work once more, the thought of killing a dragon and being out there still fresh on her mind.

A loud siren could be heard, increasing in volume as it got closer. "Night Fury!" someone shouted. No sooner did one of the catapults burst into embers. She watched as her machines fell to the ground in burning chunks.

_"_Oh come on, it took me a week to make that one!" her arms extended towards the carnage in pure animosity.

Gobber reached for his battle axed hand and headed towards the door. "Man the fort, Hiccup, they need me out there." She watched as he limped outside before flailing his arms around like a mad man.

She huffed and continued sharpening the sword before turning around. A lone sheep had managed to enter the forge. Out of fear, it knocked over her bola shooter. With the supports freed, it started racing down the door and to the village streets.

Witnessing its escape, she dropped the sword at hand and bolted after it like a wild animal. Outside everything was a mess. Houses burning to the ground, sheep in the air, dragons and Vikings just causing so much destruction. She had no time to react to any of it as she raced towards the runaway shooter. It bumped into objects and people, swaying this way and that, increasing in speed as it rolled down the slope. All around people were yelling at her to go back inside with her nervously crying out, "Sorry."

From the corner of his eyes, Aarne saw a flash of something fly by him and soon a small girl run after it. His eyes narrowed in disbelief before he released the pail of water from his grasp. "Hiccup?" Before he could stop her from whatever she was up to, a Naddar came from behind. He swiftly dodged its spine attack before landing a powerful fist to its scaly face.

"Bring it," he mocked, fist at the ready.

...

The machine made it to a clearing where Hiccup managed to finally grab on to its handles and stopping it in its tracks. Breathing heavily she looked around her. She traveled a fair distance from the village. She looked at the sky then back to the village. _This is my chance,_ she thought, looking to the starry sky for guidance. With that, she set up the shooter and aimed it to the darkness. "Come on, give me something to shoot at," she prayed.

Out of the darkness and starlight, a winged shadow came within her range and not holding back, she took aim and fired. The bola flew through the air before entangling itself on the shadowy figure. A loud cry rang as the figure flew from the heavens and crashed to the earth at fast speeds. Hiccup could hardly breathe.

She had done it, she had downed a dragon. Finally she had made her mark.

"Yes, I got it!" She turned to the village, "Did anybody see that?!"

No reply.

Her heart sank, her first win and no one cared or ever bothered to notice. Heavy breaths were felt behind her. Turning she stood face to face with a Monstrous Nightmare, who apparently was the only eye-witness to her glory. "Except you, of course," she dryly groaned before bolting back to the village, the Nightmare trailing not too far behind.

With the dragons nearly driven away, Stoick helps round-up the few remaining sheep till he hears the bellow of a Nightmare chasing a small figure. He huffs, "Get these sheep to a safe place. I've got something I need to do."

She zig-zagged around the plaza trying to lose it, but fails horribly when she reaches a torch pole. With the Nightmare preparing to ignited, Hiccup cowers behind the pole fast enough before blast of flame burn the wood dark. It snakes its head over the side, spotting her in a fetal position. Before anything else can happen, Stoick runs in and delivers a heavy blow to the dragons jaw. Both are dead locked eye to eye. The Nightmare breathes out to toast the man, but his fire is gone.

"Yer all out," Stoick marches forward and beats at the monster yet again, till he had enough and flies off with the rest of the dragon flock.

Turning over to see the damage, the pole that once was snapped in two, revealing the tiny girl behind it eyes down in shame. As the torch rolls down the side of the hill, the hidden sheep are exposed and taken by the remaining dragons. All eye Hiccup as she slowly lifts hers to Stoick, only responding with, "Sorry, Dad."

Stoick the Vast, chief of the tribe, was the father of such a small, weak halving of a Viking.

A pause sets in as the smoke clears. "Let me explain," she began before being grabbed by the collar and is carried away. "No, Dad listen, I was in the forge and my shooter rolled off, but I think I might of hi..." she rambled in the air before she was cut off.

"STOP!" Stoick shouted in frustration setting her down. Hiccup's eyes were wide open. He calmed down, ''Stop, I can't keep worrying about you every time there's a raid. I need you inside where it's safe because whenever you're out, disaster strikes." He gestures an arm out to the village, "Winter is coming and I have an entire village to feed."

"Well, between you and me, the village can go with a little less feeding, don't you think," she sarcastically stated. "You don't need meat to survive, Dad."

"This isn't a joke, Hiccup. Why can't you follow the simplest orders?" he sighed.

"It wasn't my fault, it was an accident. I'm just trying to be a dragon killer like you, Dad," she tried to hold back tears as she speaks, her voice failing her.

Stoick took a deep breath gathering himself, "You're many things Hiccup, but a dragon killer, isn't one of them."

He motioned to Gobber, "Take her home, make sure she doesn't cause any more trouble."

"Actually Stoick, with all the weapons now in need for repair again, I'm gonna need a hand to get it all done before noon," he stepped forward, placing a protective hand on Hiccup's shoulder.

With a reluctant groan Stoick answers, "Fine, but as soon as it's done, she goes home," he looked straight at Gobber. "Understood."

"Aye. Come on Hiccup, back to work with us." She followed as she and Gobber make their way back to the forge.

The twins laugh mockingly at Hiccup whose hands are wrapped tightly around her forearms. "Quite the performance, Hiccup," Tuffnut snickered as she passed by.

"I've never seen anybody mess up that badly, that helped, right Aarne?" Snotlout stated laughingly, shoving Aarne's shoulder in an impish manner which earned him a punch to the face.

"Thank you, thank you I was trying so..." she replied emotionless. Snotlout continued to laugh, his face bruised until Gobber pushed him out of his way, knocking him to the ground.

Aarne just stared as Hiccup walked off defeated, the image of her running after the machine in his mind. She always seemed to be at the wrong place at the wrong time. It managed to get her into trouble more often than not.

"Aarne!" He turned to Stoick who placed his hand over his shoulder, "I saw what you did back there, son. That's one heck of a left hook you've got. Good job." To hear the chief give him such praise gave him great pride.

"Thank you, sir."

With that, Stoick went off to carry out his business. Aarne turned back to the direction Hiccup and Gobber left to. Hiccup witnessing her father and him converse like father and son. She didn't hate Aarne, more so resented him because he was everything she wasn't and everything her father wanted for an heir. She turned away, Gobber looking back at Aarne whose eyes were fixated on Hiccup.

He knew that look all too well and gave a slight grin.

...

Apron still on, Hiccup leaned by the window for a while before villagers arrived with weapons in need of new repair. None said anything as she took their swords and axes, repairing them to their former glory. She worked silently, a sad expression on her face, before Gobber finally spoke, "Don't take it to heart, lass. It's his job to be tough on everyone."

"I'm not everyone, but it doesn't matter," she sighed dunking a heated sword into cool water, "the guy's impossible to please."

"He just doesn't want to appear to be playin' favorites."

"He's covered in that department, believe me," she began hammering dents away." If I didn't live in the same house as him I wouldn't even know he was my father."

Gobber looked over to her, "Have you told him that?"

"Well of course not. We barely even make eye contact," she finished and placed the sword with the rest of the repaired blades on the wall. "And when we do, it's always with this disappointed scowl, like he's been cheated or like someone skimped on the meat in his sandwich."

She puffed her chest as she began to imitate said chief in her best low voice, "Excuse me, barmaid. I'm afraid you brought me the wrong offspring. I ordered and extra-large boy with beefy arms, extra guts an' glory on the side. This here, this is a talking grass feed fish bone." Her shoulders fell in defeat.

"Now yer thinkin' about this all wrong. It's not so much what you look like, it's what's inside that he can't stand," he gestured to her as she faced him.

"Thank you for summing that up," she groaned bitingly.

"No, I mean there's the Viking way and then there's your way. And your way makes grown men uncomfortable."

"Speaking of uncomfortable, I'd like a new conversation, please," Hiccup remarked, clearly irritated.

"Alright, how's it going with the gentlemen?" he asked suavely.

"Oh yeah, way to get the mood back on track."

"Ah come on, I've seen the way Aarne looks at you."

She crossed her arms giving him a firm stare, "Please, Aarne wouldn't come near me if he was on fire and I had the only bucket of water in town."

"Hey," out of the corner of the room stood Aarne, axe over his shoulders. "Can I get this sharpened?"

"Aarne, welcome, what can we do..." she started before he cut her off, flinging his axe to the table near her and Gobber. The usual look of indifference on his icy face.

"Ah, my single apprentice here will service all of your needs." Gobber pushed Hiccup towards Aarne, closing the gap between them. "I have to go get...some? I'm just going here for a second," and with that, Gobber ran off, chuckling as he went.

"Gobber," Hiccup coldly hissed between her teeth at the man's retreat. She faced Aarne with so little as a grin, "Okay razor-sharp battle-axe, coming right up." She extends her hand for it before he retrieved it back from the table. He resists, finally allowing her access to his irreplaceable possession.

"Careful," he instructed, noticing her struggle to carry its weight. "That's my mother's."

She cautiously lifted the heavy axe to the sharpening stone, grinding the edge to perfection, "So I saw you guys on fire patrol last night." She repeated the process to the other side, "It looked like a good time."

"Yeah, I didn't get burned though, it's only fun if you get a scar out of it," he said as he browsed the wall of polished and razor-sharp blades.

"Yeah, no kidding, right. Pain, love it," she sarcastically stated as she examined the handle and leather work. Ripped and torn out from years of use, the handle was in no better condition. She grabbed the handle end and removed it from the heavy metal axe piece.

For the longest time no one said anything. Hiccup too focused on her work and Aarne not really wanting to say anything. Gobber usually sharpened his axe, but with him gone, all that was left was Hiccup. He trusted her to do a good job, he could tell she had skill by his browsing of the various weapons cleaned and displayed like trophies. From the corner of his eyes, he spotted her fiddling with some leather pieces, her back to him. She looked so small and defenseless like always, but here she walked with purpose and a sense of pride.

He stumbled upon a fabric covered doorway and pulled the sheet back. Hiccup noticed his actions off in the distance, "Uh, no you're not actually supposed to, ugh."

"What is all of this?" he looked around a tiny room full of blueprints and books of various sizes. This was Hiccup's private study where she came up with most of her weapon and tool designs not just for the village but for trade when Trader Johann came to port. Drawings of deadly machines covered the walls and desk.

"Um, those, nothing just some stuff I'm working on to just... Confidential upper level development, I can't really talk about it, so..." she was nervous, not even Gobber had seen some of those crazy designs, most were made on the spot for fun. Still, they were her personal things and Aarne had no right to barge in without permission.

Aarne glanced over the pages of weapon designs, each more deadly than the last. Her skills with weapons made her a priceless asset to the village, but he never imagined to this extent. One drawing caught his attention as he lifted it off the table. "The Mutilator?"

"Yes, yes uh basically two in weighted counter levers to launch crossing blades in four different directions," she rambled as she fit a larger handle onto the axe blade, fresh leather work on the end.

"How do you hold it?"

"Well you don't. You shoot it," Hiccup replied tightening the handle in place.

"Oh..." he blandly stated. Uninterested, he dropped the design back on the table, "I'm more of an old-fashioned take it down with an axe and then lop its head off kind of guy." He stood behind her, his thumbs under his belt, "It's kind of the Viking way, right?" His tall frame towering over her as she worked.

"Go Vikings," she dryly stated.

"Can't wait to get started tomorrow. We finally get a chance to show them what we've got," he continued on a tangent walking off to a shelf of weapons.

"Y-yeah, I'm so excited for you?" she looked at him confusingly.

He turned to her, "What you didn't hear?"

Hiccup merely shrugged.

"They're pulling men to crew the ships," he explained fiddling with a small dagger on the wall.

"And you're happy because you like to wave goodbye?" she was confused.

"No, they need replacements to defend the town. We start training in the morning. We'll be fighting dragons."

"That's good news, for you and the others who actually get to defend the town."

With that, she hands him over his new battle-axe. The blade sharp and looked nothing remotely like the one he's known for years. The handle and leather binding new and accommodated his growing hands perfectly, "This feels...different."

"Oh, I rebalanced it, gave it a new handle and leather work, tightened it up. We're a full service outfit here," she said plainly. She knew her skills and if he and the others were to become the next dragon killers of the furture, she'd make sure they were fitted with the best weapons she could provide.

"Huh, thanks," he grinned as he tested the blade by tossing it to the wooden beam, clean jab.

"You're welcome, Aarne," she smiled, not used to hearing a praise after finishing a weapon for others.

Aarne saw her sweet smile, a dusting of pink on his cheeks. His heartbeat sped and he felt a shiver run down his back. She looked so adorable, even more with a smile. Being congratulated by Stoick was something he was used to, but Hiccup saying his name so kindly was the greatest honor to him. She normally was so aloof to his presence; although he was to her at times he secretly admired her and her work.

If he wasn't so hard-shelled, he would have liked to talk to her more, maybe become someone special in her eyes. But he first had to prove it to her.

...

With the work done, Hiccup began arranging tools back on their shelves and dying down the fire pit. Aarne retrieved his axe before taking a swift breath, "You know I saw you run off after that thing last night. You're pretty fast."

She turned to face him, "Oh, thank you, I guess."

He mentally palmed himself, _Way to set the mood, wise guy._ "I mean, with speed like that it must be easy running away from dragons." _Really, great choice of words._

She stayed silent, a clear look of irritation on her face.

He was quickly becoming irritated with himself, "Look, what I'm trying to say..." _Is that I'm trying to ask you out!_

"Aarne! Bud, there you are," out of the corner came Snotlout. "I was looking everywhere for ya." He walked into the forge and tapped Aarne's shoulder blade. "I was wondering if you'd want to do some training for tomorrow, you know," he stopped and looked over to Hiccup shooting her a sly wink and grin, "Sup, Hiccup."

Hiccup rolled her eyes in disgust. She didn't have time for any of his shenanigans and went back to cleaning up the forge. Grabbing the nearby broom she began sweeping away the soot and dirt collected over the course of the day.

Aarne gripped Snotlout's hand from his shoulder and gave a slight twist, causing him to cringe in pain, "Actually, I'm kind of busy here..."

"With what? Whoa," Snotlout glanced over at Aarne's new axe, a slight groan in his voice, "Gobber treats you good huh? Nothing but the best for the chief's favorite." Aarne tightened his grip and twisted a bit more, earning his a yelp in anguish.

The remark caused Hiccup's head to shoot up and stopped sweeping. She tossed the broom back to the corner, causing a small noise. Both Vikings looked over at her as she began to remove her apron, tossing it to the ground, replace it with her vest and storm out of the forge, bitterness on her face.

Almost on cue, Gobber returned hoping the two got a chance to form some kind of bond, only to see Hiccup march out in a huff. Quickly, he reached the two young men, turning to Aarne, "What happened!?"

Aarne proceeded to release Snotlout's hand, causing him to fall flat on his face. Gobber pretty much got the message and sighed, "Better luck next time, lad."

"Hiccup, slow down!"

...

He turned toward the door and left the forge, clearly aggravated Snotlout managed to cock block him, although it wasn't the first time. Recovering quickly Snotlout began following his "friend", "So training..."

"I train alone."

"Right, lone wolf approach. I dig it! Better go off and do that myself, can't have you being the chief's favorite forever," with that Snotlout went off to his own devices.

Aarne tried to clear his head, thinking back to before his chance to ask her out was ruined. His cheeks began to burn remembering her sweet smile. Tomorrow he'd being training to defend Berk, and soon he would earn the heart of his favorite, _Hiccup_.


	2. Chapter 2

_Hello. After re-reading my first entry, I apologize for some of the improper grammar used and I have no recuse for it other than not proof reading the material properly. In the future, I hope to make less of those mistakes. This fan-fiction posted 4-21-2014. Anyways, please enjoy the next chapter. Thank you._

...

As the morning sun rose, so did the new houses and buildings of the town of Berk. All around villagers were picking up the pieces from last night's escapade. With everything coming together, Stoick walked to the docks with his adviser groaning with every step, "They're getting bolder."

He looked out on the overall damage. Usually it wasn't to this degree of wreckage and attacks on people were more frequent than past seasons. "At this rate, we won't have enough food to last us this winter."

"Should we send out a hunting party?" his adviser followed closely behind.

"For what, the devils already picked the island clean," he snarled. Looking over the distance, he spots one of their battle ships approach the docking station.

"Please tell me you have some good news?"

The captain shook his head in disappointment, "Another two ships lost in the soup and still no sign of the beast." This was not the news he was hoping to hear.

He gave a heavy sigh, "They're close, close enough to make us their hunting ground." He looked out into the blue, "I can almost smell them."

"Continue the search," he commanded as he walked away towards the town.

"With what?" his adviser followed. "We're not just low on ships Stoick, we're low on men."

"Then pull from the defenses," Stoick shoved past the advisor.

Wide-eyed, his adviser warned, "And leave the village unprotected?"

"We'll train replacements. This is a crisis," he had enough of these beast terrorizing his people and leaving them with little to nothing to survive on. "We need all hands on deck." This ended now.

"All hands?" his adviser calmly repeated. Stoick viewed the harbor and all the fishermen, warriors and repairmen, men and women alike. This was their home and they needed to defend it at all cost. Time was closing in on them and if not dealt with, the consequence would be the death of the tribe.

Through the sound of men and woman pulling ships and repairing wooden frames, Stoick heard growing whispers above them. Looking up, he saw the teenagers staring at the harbor, then him. They had heard. Soon this would be their battle and in due time they would need to stand and fight. It was the Viking way.

...

The sun was slowing breaking to dawn when Stoick walked to the square. There, he spotted Gobber fiddling with his prosthetic hand. "I trust Hiccup is home in one piece," he demanded rather than asked.

"Aye, just dropped her off a few minutes ago, you know with all the work done for the day and all."

"Good. Come with me to the Hall, there's an urgent meeting and I need everyone to attend."

"A meeting to discuss what?" Gobber asked raising an eyebrow.

"The nest."

"So the captain and others' found it then," slight intrigue in his voice.

"No," Stoick firmly said. "But we're not stopping now. That's why we need this meeting, to put it to a vote."

"For what?" Gobber questioned, a confused look in his eyes.

"All or nothing," Stoick huffed as he began his way to the Great Hall, Gobber not too far behind.

...

With everyone settled in the hall, the council began with the events leading up to the gathering. The raid, the empty-handed search and the nest. All were concerned for the well beings of their families and needed a solution, fast. Stoick led the front, "Either we finish them or they'll finish us!"

There were mutters of agreement from the crowd with nodding of heads and grunts of approval.

"It's the only way we'll get rid of them," he looked at the map before him. "If we find the nest and destroy it the dragons will leave. They'll find another home!" With the last words, he dove a dagger into the map where fog and sea monsters crept in an attempt to rid them from the canvas itself.

"One more search before the ice sets in."

"Those ships never come back," a voice could be heard from the far side of the hall. Whispers and mumbles from the crowd arose. The thought of being lost at sea or to the beast without returning to their loved ones was the price for their freedom.

"We're Vikings. It's an occupational hazard."

"Now who's with me?" he asked. The crowd went silent for a moment before groans and excuses to stay echoed in the hall's chambers.

"Alright, those who stay will look after Hiccup..." he persuaded. For most it was an easy choice. Hiccup was a well-mannered girl, clumsy but not intolerable. All she needed was to keep herself busy, simple enough. None rose their arms.

"And if I find just a single scratch on her," he continued darkly with an icy stare to the crowd, "there will be more than just dragons gone from this world." The choice was clear. Stay, and face the wrath of an anger Stoick or go and have him focus his rage on something other than them. The answer was simple.

"To the ships!"

"I'm with you Stoick!" All Vikings raised their arms eagerly, willing to face the wrath of wild demons rather the wrath of Stoick the Vast.

"Now that's more like it," he grinned at the crowd of 'willing' volunteers.

With the meeting over, all set off to make preparations for the voyage.

"Right, I'll pack my undies," Gobber rose to follow.

"No, I need you to stay and train some new recruits," Stoick replied seating next to him.

"Oh perfect, yeah, and while I'm busy, Hiccup can cover the stall. Molten steel, razor-sharp blades, lots of time to herself. What could possibly go wrong?" he dryly stated taking a swig of his drink.

Concern flooded Stoick's mind. "Oh, what am I going to do with her, Gobber? From the time she could crawl she's been...different. She doesn't listen. She has the friability and attention span of a sparrow."

Seeing his friend's struggle, he made the tough decision, "Put her in training with the others."

"No, I'm serious," Stoick remarked a look of utter dread on his face.

"So am I."

"She'd be killed before she sets foot in the arena," his voice slightly cracking at the thought.

"Oh, you don't know that."

"I do know that."

"No you don't."

"No, actually I do."

"No you don't!"

Stoick lifted himself pacing around the room, "Listen, you know what she's like, you've been with her most of her life. When she's with me, she starts asking these ridiculous questions. Gobber, I take her fishing and she goes berry picking and hunting for, for trolls!"

"Trolls exist," Gobber insisted enthusiastically. "They steal your socks, but only the left ones... what's with that?"

Stoick took a deep breath, "When I was a boy..."

"Oh here we go..." Gobber braced himself.

"My father told me to bang my head against a rock, and I did it. I thought it was crazy, but I didn't question him. And you know what happened?"

"You got a headache" Gobber said as he repositioned his tooth.

"That rock split in two. It taught me what a Viking could do, Gobber. He could crush mountains. Level forest. Tame seas." He sat again. "Even as a boy, I knew what I was, what I had to become. Hiccup is not that boy."

"Yer right, she isn't a boy, Stoick. And she isn't you. She questions everything in life. You need to see that she can't do all the things you do, not in the way you learned them. I've been there for her like a second father, teaching her and training her for a future, but she doesn't need me as a father. She needs you."

Gobber sighed knowingly, "You can't stop her Stoick. You can only prepare her. She wants to be like you and prove she's worth your time and worth to the tribe." He raised his hand out and put it on Stoick's shoulder, "I know it seems hopeless, but truth is you won't always be around to protect her. She's going to get out there again. She's probably out there now."

Stoick took his words to heart. He was right, she wasn't a boy and she wasn't him. She was a part of him and the tribe. And as part of the tribe, she needed to do all she could to protect it. She needed to learn to defend herself, not just with weapons but with her fist. If that meant putting her in the ring with the others, so be it.

"Just think about it, Stoick," Gobber patted his shoulder and stood. " I'll see you and the others' off tomorrow." And with that, he left Stoick to his thoughts.

...

When Stoick reached home it was late afternoon, he noticed the quietness of it all. Like Gobber predicted, she was out. He gave a heavy sigh as he sat near the fireplace. It was here where Hiccup first asked him what it was like to be a strong dragon killer. Where she waited for his return whenever he was out at sea.

He was rarely there for her in her time of need. Maybe it was the obligations he had as chief or that for whatever reason he could never fully understand her and her ways. The way she talked seems to be coated in riddles and mystery. Her interest in puzzles and problem solving were unconventional to say the least. Her mind brilliant and sharp like a whip but so naïve and innocent to the world. The odd eating habits she formed over the years, eating only plants, berries and roots. Vikings were straight to the point. Vikings solved there problems by force. Vikings were ready for the harshness of the world. Vikings ate meat.

The words Gobber had said rang in his ears. _You need to see that she can't do all the things you do, not in the way you learned them._ She would have to learn. In her own 'Hiccup' kind of way how to be the best Viking she could be. It would take time and a lot more effort on her part, but if she managed, it would make her stronger.

His mind was settled, she would join the recruits tomorrow. Whether he liked it or not, she needed to manage without him some way or another. He couldn't keep her locked up like a sparrow, she needed to be set free and soar. He just hoped she would remember to come back down to earth safe and sound.

Standing up he made his way out the door and towards the forge, the sun lowering itself in the west. Spotting his old friend, Gobber began first.

"Stoick, been thinking about what I said earlier. Look, it's none of my business if you..." he was cut off.

"She starts tomorrow."

"Oh, well that settles it then, all good," he returned to his business.

"I need to have more faith in her; I just don't want to see her getting hurt or worse."

"Don't worry Stoick, she'll be fine. She manages here with all the fire and sparks. Heck last week, she nearly chucked her head off with one of her crazy inventions, ha ha the look on her face was..." Gobber turned to Stoick whose face was stern.

"She almost what!"

"Now now Stoick, she's fine, 'Mild calibration issue' she called it," he raised his arms up defensively.

"And were you two ever going to tell me this?"

"Well, we felt you might react in the way you are now so, no."

Stoick was fuming now. " I can't believe you put my daughter in such a hazardous environment. I have half a mind to forbid her from working here again!"

"So you admit it then?!"

"What?!"

"You only have HALF a mind!" he attempted to make a joke.

Both remained silent for a while, a crowd forming from the racket they had caused. Eyes glued to each other.

"Hah ha-ha HA HAH HAAHAH!" both exploded in laughter, arms around each other's shoulders. Even over the years, they were still as close as brothers, laughing off anger and mocking death in the face. After calming down they took deep breaths.

"Make sure she's safe," Stoick extending his arm.

Reaching for Stoick's hand, Gobber gave it a firm squeeze, "I always do."

...

After a few more words with Gobber and making arrangements for tomorrow's voyage, Stoick made his way back home. Near the entrance of the forest, he spotted Aarne practicing his axe throwing skills. His focus was sharp, never missing the target. Stoick walked up to him, "I see not only do you have a great hook but excellent accuracy as well."

"Thank you, sir," Aarne nodded. Yanking his axe from the trunk he looked over to his chief, "I heard about the hunt."

"Yes, it's our last shot to catch the devils before the cold sets in." He gave Aarne a hardy pat on the back, "I'm counting on you and the others to train hard for this village."

"Yes, sir."

Stoick took a deep breath, "You've been like a son to me, Aarne. I trust you. While I'm away, I want you to make sure Hiccup is safe in the arena."

Aarne furrowed his brows, "The arena?" He was under the impression she was to stay away from the action of battle.

"Yes, she needs to learn to protect herself," he leaned next to a tree. "But I can't stand the thought that she might get hurt in there. Just keep a sharp eye on her my boy."

He gave a confident nod, "I will."

"Good," he gave a reassuring pat to his shoulder. "You best get some rest, lad. It's a busy day for all of us tomorrow." He looked down at his axe. "Fine weapon. You care for it properly."

"Hiccup worked on it today, it's never been this smooth to handle."

"Really, Hiccup did this?"

Aarne nodded.

"Hmm, excellent balance, crisp blade, first class craftsmanship." He was regretting ever questioning her to leave the smiting business. With that, he left for home, leaving the young man to his training.

The sun was disappearing as Stoick returned home, Hiccup still nowhere in sight. He began to pack his travel sack and waited for her to return by the fireplace.
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...

After catching up with her, Gobber escorted Hiccup home as promised. For the most part, they were silent, occasionally reminding one another about metal orders and inventory. It bothered her that her father didn't trust her enough to help around more. Sure she was accident prone and maybe a little ditsy, but her heart was in the right place. She looked to the heavens for guidance, the sun was slowly inching its way up the sky with light puffy clouds blanketing the blue.

"We're expecting rain soon," she trailed in speech.

Gobber glanced up to confirm her statement, "Aye, and soon we'll be getting snow an' ice before the seasons end."

The thought of winter reminded her of last night's flop on her part, hitting the dragon and what her father had said. _Winter is coming and I have an entire village to feed_. She never meant for her actions to cause harm to the villagers. Her heart sank, _I'm just a walking wreck._

"He's so stubborn," she said under her breath.

"It runs in the family," Gobber gave her a smirk.

"Sometimes...I just want to be one of you guys," she frowned as they made it to the steps of the Haddock home.

"You don't mean that, Hiccup."

"I do. I look around and I see men and women fight to protect this village with their lives while I'm too weak to do so. If I had been born a boy like Aarne, then maybe I could fight or make my dad proud."

Gobber looked at her closely, raising a brow, "Is that what this is about? You mean more to your father than anyone else in this village, and that wouldn't matter if you were a girl or a boy."

"Come on Gobber, you see the way he looks at him," she motioned out to the distance. "He's the son I can never be to him. If he had a choice to start over and pick an offspring ten out of ten times he'd take Aarne," she sighed in sorrow. "Aarne's not a hiccup, he's the champion of Berk and what chief wouldn't want a champion by their side?"

"If you keep trying to compare yerself to Aarne, you'll only bring yerself more pain. Maybe he would take Aarne if he could, but he would have missed out on a brilliant smith, a wise inventor and not to mention a fantastic cook", he smiled as he saw the glowing grin on her face. "Who else can make turnip taste like trout without ever eating one?"

She beamed. Only Gobber really knew how to make her happy after being down, "You really think so?"

"If I had to choose, I'd pick you. You're a diamond in a coalmine, Stoick is just too focused on the coal itself to look at the gem he's got for a daughter," he placed a caring palm on her cheek, a loving smile on his face.

She reached out and gave him a firm hug, "Thank you, Gobber." He returned the embrace before they both let go.

"Be the best YOU can be and don't let anybody tell you otherwise," he told her as she made her way up the steps.

"I will," she opened the large door before disappearing behind it.

...

She was finally home. Her mind replayed the events of last night and the morning. She really wanted to know if she did down a dragon or if it was all in her head. Making her way up the staircase she slowly began to undress before heading to the bathroom near her room. It had a tub lined on the bottom with copper to trap the morning sun as it rose, heating up the water in it (her design, of course). Carefully she climbed in, washing away all the soot and sweat from the day, submerging herself so her hair got wet. She turned over and reaches for an herbal cleanser she made, her favorite,_ Sweet Grass_. All her troubles from her head to her feet washed away, allowing the calming aroma to relax her mind and body.

After the bath, she got out, dried her hair and redressed in a fresh pair of her usual attire. Making her way to the kitchen she snacked on an entire bowl of blueberries before grabbing her satchel containing her sketchbook, dagger and charcoal pencil. She walked towards the back door and made her way out to Raven Point.

...

"Let's see, if I calculate the angle of impact, taking into account wind speed velocity and estimated weight of dragon, it should be right...here!" she pointed to a tree. Now she was confused. She already searched a good chunk of Raven Point empty-handed, and she was certain her calculations were spot on. What was she missing?

"_Sigh_, the gods must hate me more than usual today..." she remarked as she crossed out another part of her sketchbook before slamming it close. "Some people lose their knife or a mug, not me I manage to lose an entire dragon."

She walked over to the tree, turned her back to the trunk and let her body slide down to the earth in a seating position.

If she ever found the dragon, what then? Maybe she'd rip out its heart and present it to her father as a trophy. The thought of it all sent a cold shiver down her spine. Truth be told she never thought she'd ever have to kill a dragon, let alone take one down. Sure she was always trying to do so, but it was mostly for show. Dragon killing was everything in Berk, so she tried to share their regards. She took a deep breath and remembered a conversation far back in time...

...

_Hiccup was running in the forest, ducking behind trees when she could. She was on a mission, a troll hunt. Gobber had told her all about them and she wanted to see one for herself. Every chirp and chatter would have Hiccup pause and scope the area for clues of a troll. She had to be sneaky to outsmart it, even for a four-year old she was considered bright._

_Out of the corner of her eye, she spotted a large stone formation and made her way to it. She circled around its' cold walls and found an entrance. She entered and found herself in a cove. There were large rocks and trees at the corner, even a pond in the center. She turned to a small patch of wildflowers. Golden petals danced in the breeze as a small blue butterfly glided on a flower. Carefully, she inched her way to it. When she was in close range she struck, catching it in her tiny hands. It fluttered this way and that in her tiny palms hoping for an escape. She gave herself a victories smile before..._

_"Hiccup Horrendous __Haddock __III__!" she flinched, she was in trouble now. "What are you doing young lady?" It was her mother, how she managed to always find her was a mystery but here she was, right behind her._

_"Nothing," she swiftly put her hands behind her back without releasing the insect._

_"Really, then what are you hiding behind your back?" her arms were crossed._

_"Nothing, see," she gave a quick twirl, her hands still clamped shut._

_"Hiccup."_

_Hiccup looked down, she returned her hands forward. Valka kneeled down to her daughter's height, looking down at her closed palms. She slowly opened them and revealed the blue butterfly motionless but still alive._

_Valka drew her hands near and extended a finger to the blue winged creature. It waited, then climbed onto her fingers slowly, fluttering its wings lightly. With the butterfly relaxed, Valka returned it to the flower where it stayed._

_Hiccup looked at the butterfly then to her mother confused, "Why'd you let it go, Mama? I wasn't gonna hurt it."_

_Valka lovingly stared into her daughter's big forest colored eyes, "Because, Hiccup, it has a job to do."_

_"What is it?"_

_Valka turned to the flowers, "What do you think a butterfly does, Hiccup?"_

_Hiccup looked at the little thing, "Nothing, it just sits there on the flower then flies away to a new one."_

_"Why would it just simple move from one to another, there has to be more to it than that." Valka never like to give Hiccup the answer right away. She wanted her to figure things out for herself._

_Hiccup thought for a bit, butterflies just flew around, right? She looked at her tiny hands where the insect had been moments ago. There was a light blanket of gold dust on her fingertips. She examined it and looked over to the butterfly and flowers, "The dust came from the flowers and the butterfly spreads it to other flowers."_

_"That's right. Without the butterfly, the flowers couldn't spread their pollen easily, they'd die without them."_

_"So the butterfly is important to the flower and the flower is important to the butterfly. If I had hurt it, it couldn't have done its job," she frowned slightly._

_"Oh, Hiccup," Valka scooped Hiccup into her arms and wrapped them tightly."You didn't know. Now that you do, you understand the butterfly a bit more and its purpose in life."_

_Hiccup listened closely to her mother's heartbeat, how it drummed soothingly, "Do you think butterflies have a heart?"_

_Valka mused over this for a while, "I'm sure they do. All creatures have a heart. And a heart means life."_

_"Fish and yak too?"_

_"Yes, fish and yak too."_

_"But we eat them, we eat things with hearts!" her tiny voice cracked. Suddenly the idea of eating something that was once alive and had a reason to live grossed her out. The thought that it once had a heartbeat and a mind made it even worse._

_"Ha-ha, yes. But thinking about it now it does seem off-putting doesn't it," she lifted herself, Hiccup wrapped in her embrace. "Let's head back home before your father gets worried. I'll make you a nice bowl of yak stew."_

_The thought made her slightly gag, "Maybe I'll just have some beets and turnips tonight, Mama. I don't think I wanna eat meat for a while."_

_"Ha-ha, alright dear, whatever makes you comfortable."_

_"Mama, do you think dragons have a reason for living?"_

_"I'm not too sure. Maybe one day we'll find out."_

...

Her mother's teachings about life and nature shaped the way she was now. After that day she stopped eating anything with a heart, soon even milk and eggs were something she shied away from. But even so her mother supported her decisions. When her mother disappeared, she felt alone. Not only was she an herbivore, but a hiccup. She tried to fit in with the others, but the more she seemed to force it, the more she detested herself. Maybe she was wasting her time here, looking for a dragon that most likely escaped or never got hit in the first place. "I should just visit the cove and pick some things for today."

She lifted herself up, grabbing onto a nearby branch. Once lifted, she released the branch which repaid her by smacking her right in the face, creating a semi deep cut on the right side of her forehead. "Ow, thank you tree, I really needed that," she looked up to it sarcastically. Gazing up she noticed its trunk clawed at and several branches hanging loose. _Something big came this way._

Following the trail of shattered tree limbs she reached disturbed earth as if something big had fallen. She quickly continued till she reached the end, looked forward and there she saw it. She ducked down breathing heavily. It was real. She found the dragon. From the quick look she got, it was black and dead. She peeked slowly. It was lying flat on its right side in a clearing near a large boulder and soft moss.

Mustering up her courage, she slowly made her way towards the boulder, gripping its stony body tightly. Leaning to the side she got a better look at it. It was definitely black. The bola wrapped tightly around its body. She pondered for a moment reviewing her calculations, "Of course, I didn't consider to add additional weight to the estimated mass." She palmed her face lightly, "Idiot!"

...

The sudden noise caused the dragon's eyes to widen. He trailed to the location of the noise. From the side of a boulder he could see a small figure muttering something to itself. Staring at this strange creature he determined it was human, small for one but still human none-the-less. Noticing it finishing its ramble he closed his green eyes, hopefully it didn't notice and figured him dead.

Hiccup snailed towards the dragon. It definitely wasn't a Gronckle or a Nadder. She'd never seen a dragon like this before. _Could this be a Night Fury?_, her mind racing with the possibility. From her satchel she pulled out her dagger, put her sketchbook in the bag and remained still. Kneeling down to it, she got a good look at its wings, twisted in ropes and metal rings. She placed her hand on its side. It gave a vicious shake and echoing roar. It was still alive. The movement and sound caused her to push herself back a few feet. She looked to its head and gazed into an emerald mirror that was its eye.

He glared at it. It was surely a female and was frightened as she should be.

Recovering from the shock, Hiccup took the dagger in hand and returned to the dragon's side. It gave a firm growl and breathed heavily by her actions. She followed suit and began taking deep breaths. "You can do this, Hiccup. You're a Viking. You're a Viking," she reassured herself calmly as she lifted the blade above her head with both hands.

This was the moment of truth. The moment that separated her from being the 'hiccup' she was and the Viking she needed to be.

She glanced over to the dragon's eye once more, still glued to her. Watching her every movement like a hawk. She felt pain and fear in that eye. It was almost human, too real. She shock the thought and closed her eyes shut, not wanting to see it see her or her actions.

...

This was it, he was about to die, at the hands of this pathetic excuse for a Viking. Her eyes met his and he saw confusion and vulnerability. She seemed to be struggling with the idea of killing him, something he never thought a human could do. At this point there was no use in fighting it. He laid his head down in defeat, it was over. He was as good as dead.

She took one finally breath and rested her hands on her head. She couldn't do it. She couldn't kill it. It was a living creature, killing it went against her beliefs in life. Killing was the Viking way, but she wasn't one of them. She knew now more than ever, she was different. She wasn't a Viking. She opened her eyes, a stream of hot tears rolled down her face. She looked at the beast once more, it had its head down in defeat, ready for the end.

"I did this."

It was horrible. Hiccup lowered the dagger to her side and placed her ear to the dragon's chest. The heavy beating of a heart drummed through her body. Her mother's words echoed in her. _A heart means life._ This dragon had life, a purpose and she took that from it. No, she had to give it back.

His eyes flew open at the sensation of not cold steel to his heart but a warm soft pressure near his chest. He remained motionless, breathing more heavily. Even more confusion stormed his head as he heard the sound of ropes being hastily cut and a loose feeling over his body.

Hiccup grabbed her dagger and looked around her. Hopefully she was too far out for people to notice the act of treason she was about to commit. Assured the coast was clear, she began digging into the ropes. One by one, cutting the only thing keeping the dragon from ripping her apart. It remained still throughout the process, probably too lost in itself to even notice.

She would cut the ropes, run as fast as she could and hopefully never have to deal with this ever again.

...

When the last rope was cut, he instantly pinned her down, his claw to her thin neck. He could easily snap it like a twig. Maybe he'd burn her alive, he didn't care, whatever got the job done. He pierced his eyes to hers, they were teary and full of fear. This was too easy for him, not that he minded, but she was putting up no struggle. Not a flinch or a cry for help, just staring back into his eyes, like he had done to her moments ago. Her face softened and she leaned her head to the side, steadily breathing, eyes closed. She was ready for whatever he had prepared for her. She was awaiting her death.

He stood there, just eyeing her, a smell of something sweet and herbal danced into his nostrils. It was her. She smelt of fresh sweet grass and pine needles. He slowly began to lose himself in her decadent aroma before snapping back to reality. _What am I doing?_ For the first time he really looked at her face, small spots trail her neck and profile. A fresh wound on her right side caught his attention. He lowered himself and took a slow lick over it. Her taste was earthy, delicious.

...

If she was to die, she would do so quietly, it was the least she could do for this dragon. It had a right to be angry at her like everyone else. If there was one person she'd miss, it would be Gobber. _At least I left him with a smile... S_he accepted her fate and relaxed, she wasn't afraid of death. The dragon took its time before taking a slow wet lick at her forehead. She was sure it was going to eat her, it wouldn't have the heaviest of meals with her but at least it would be a grass and root fed human for breakfast.

What came next was not sharp teeth or ripping of flesh, but a loud monstrous roar right into her ear. It was earth trembling and vibrated her entire body.

He somehow felt he owed this twig of a Viking something. From what he gathered she was of little to no threat to him. For heaven's sake, she had the most perfect chance to end him and let him free. Why? That was the puzzling part to him. Why didn't she kill him? Why couldn't he kill this sweet grass smelling, earth tasting, weak, pathetic, female?

He gave a final huff before taking off.
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_..._

Her ears still ringing, she remained motionless with her eyes closed for a good two minutes before she realized she was alone. Slowly fluttering her lids open, her vision blurred till it focused to tree branches and small glimpse of murky haze.

If she had to guess, it was close to noon. The morning fog was beginning to disappear leaving the air humid and misty.

Coming to the conclusion she was still in the land of the living, she inhaled a hefty chunk of air before letting it out exhaustively.

She laid there unmoved for a moment longer before regaining her strength to take a seating position, her legs curled to her chest and shivering arms wrapped around them.

"Oh, what have I done?"

She let it go. She let the only thing that could have changed everything in her life go. And why?

Because she couldn't kill a dragon.

Three hundred years of proud Viking heritage and she just turned around and went against everything her ancestors set out to do when they colonized Berk. All those centuries of unchanged authority shattered by a weak little hiccup who was not Viking enough to do something anyone else in the Archipelago would have done.

What would she do? What could she do? What would the villagers say if they knew? What would her father...?

She didn't want to think about it. An act of treason like this would mean immediate banishment, even execution seemed a more appropriate form of punishment for her crime, it didn't matter if she was the daughter of the chief.

She felt faint, a cold sweat enveloped her body as she slowly rocked herself back and forth.

"If they find out. If they find out," she mumbled, terrified.

The fear of total isolation scared her far worse than being eaten or burned alive by a dragon.

At least to her people, there was honor in that. But this, being cast off with no place to go, alone, was torture.

She played it in her head, someone would say they saw her release a Night Fury. She would bring shame to her family's name. She'd be forced off Berk with no recourses and she'd die miserable and unloved.

"If they find out," she continued till she made a sudden realization. "If..."

She had look around before setting the dragon free. She was alone in the forest when it happened.

Everyone was back in town repairing from the raid. Nobody knew she was out here. To the best of their knowledge, she was still home as her father had instructed. She had an alibi, albeit a weak one, but still they could without a shadow of a doubt attempt she was to be sent home and stay there.

"This could work," reassuring herself she stopped shaking and calmed down a bit.

She just never had to say anything to anyone about the little incident and she'd be perfectly fine.

Just one small detail was off, she wasn't home.

If her father or anyone else noticed she was out, her only alibi would be shattered.

She thought back on the day, retracing her steps from the moment she woke up to the here and now. What did she do today that would possible give her a reason to be in the forest. Alone. With no witnesses?

_Raid, help in the forge, sent home, bath, eat, walk in forest, free a dragon, now._ One event matched oh so wonderfully which explained her being here. _Blueberries!_

She ate blueberries. If she had a reason to be in the forest, it would be to look for food, considering her plant-based diet. No one would question it.

_Hiccup, why were you not home?_

_I was looking for food in the forest._

_Well that seems like a perfectly 'Hiccup' activity, I question you no further._

Of course she didn't like lying to others, she was terrible at it. But it wouldn't be a lie if she did go out and find food. She did consider it before actually finding the dragon.

All she had to do now was pick a few things, head back to the village casually and no one would be the wiser.

With her strength back, she lifted herself up. It took a while for her to get her bearings back, but soon she was good as new.

Hopefully the dragon was long gone and she'd never have to see it ever again. Her mind played back the events taken not too long ago. It had the perfect opportunity to get rid of her. But it let her go.

_Why?_

She let the thought sink in before brushing it off to the side. What mattered now was her building her cover, not worrying about why a dragon allowed her to survive.

She made her way deeper into the sea of trees.

...

He was having a difficult time getting into the air. This had never happened to him before. Night Furies were natural flyers, agile and sharp. Now he was bumping into tree limbs and felt sluggish.

_What's going on here?!_ he paused and examined his wings.

_Nope, still powerful and airborne._

He brought his tail to his face and there he saw it, or lack of it, his ears and scales dropped. _My fin..._ He inspected to only find one. The other, completely gone.

Panic set in, _Where? What? How?..._ His internal struggle ceased when the sound of footsteps set nearby. He crouched down to remain unseen.

Cautiously he lifted his head over the small hillside where he was and saw... _Her!_ A slight growl in his tone, his ears slicked back and nostrils inflamed.

_She did this! Her and that binding contraption of hers! I should have killed her when I had the chance. Because of **You**, I can't fly. You worthless piece of garbage!_ He so wanted to just pounce out and rip her apart for ripping a part of him.

He had to be smart about this. If he just appeared, she could scream, others might come and that wouldn't be good. No, he had to be stealthy. Observe, and at the right moment, strike.

Killing her wouldn't bring his fin back but at least he'd feel better about himself if she was gone. She didn't seem like much of a Viking anyways so maybe he'd be doing the humans a favor by eliminating her.

He waited.

...

Walking deeper into the forest, Hiccup stumbled upon various wild herbs and root vegetables. Carefully, she'd pick what she needed and placed them into her satchel.

Despite the incident last night, the incident at the forge and the incident with the dragon, it was a pretty good day for her. After all, she was still alive and that counted for something, right? She got to help Gobber in the forge during the raid and they had a heart to heart, which was good she supposed.

She wished she could have that kind of connection with her own father. He usually seemed too focused on other things to actually bond with her. Of course she didn't blame him for it; he was the chief after all.

But no matter how busy he was, he'd always find the time to bond with Aarne. How well he did or how much stronger he's becoming, it made her... jealous.

Aarne could never do wrong it seemed, he was perfect in every way a Viking could be. Strong, fearless, ruthless, smart, and on top of everything he had to be handsome; he had everything.

All she ever wanted was a simple: "Good job, Hiccup. I'm proud of you."

Was it too much to ask for? She went as far as learning how to prepare and cook all the things he enjoyed eating, from wild game to seafood, just to maybe get a response or something out of him.

He was just impossible to please.

She made it to a clearing where she heard sounds of leaves rustling behind her, she flinched and turned. From a distance she spotted a black shadow.

_Oh no. Just stay calm Hiccup, it's probably more scared of you than you are of it._

Turning back nervously, she pressed on, finding a gooseberry bush plastered with fruit. She opened a small pocket in her satchel and began picking at the red beauties till she could fit no more.

She heard the rustling again.

"H-hello?" she scanned around. From a nearby bush she could see something moving, it appeared.

...

He was tracking her not too far behind, allowing a good distance between the two of them. It was fairly easy to follow her as he could still smell her fragrant odor. She would occasionally stop to pick things then continued. He found her actions odd to say the least. Most humans didn't seem to bother with berries and edible plants, why was she?

Not paying much attention to his footing, he brushed by a bush. He stayed low, but she had heard the noise. To his relief, she just paused to look around then return to her business.

This stalking continued for quite some time before she took rest by a berry bush.

From a distance away, a bush began shaking. He heard her say something meekly and out of the bush a fawn appeared. Not older than a year it slowly made its way towards her. She watched it closely, making no sudden movements.

It began sniffing at her and her bag, taking interest in whatever she had in it. Taking something out of it, she presented it with a decent sized root vegetable which it eagerly took from her hands. It munched on it greedily. She placed her hand on its head and gave it a gentle rub.

The fawn didn't seem to mind the affection; rather it seemed to be enjoying it. Finishing it's meal the fawn continued insisting a petting from her, nudging at her palms before she began rubbing under its chin lovingly.

_What an odd pair. A human and a fawn getting all buddy-buddy. Disgusting._

After a few more pets, she said her farewells to the little guy who followed close behind her before trailing off to other places.

She was alone again.

He watched her make her way to a high stone structure where she entered through a small opening big enough for her. Looking around, he spotted an entrance not too high up. Despite his inability to fly, he managed to climb up with a bit of a struggle at first and made his way after her.

It was an enclosed space, a garden to the far side of it where she was kneeling.

_This is my chance,_ he had her in the perfect spot. Too far for anyone to hear her cries, if she managed to get any out by the time he was done with her.

...

The sun was high and it lit the waters of the pond to a golden glow. She walked over to it with a bucket she kept to hydrate her growing secret vegetable garden. Every year before winter would hit, she'd harvest what she could and secretly put it into the villages' food storage, the rest she'd watch over carefully till the thaw and collect the remaining batch and seeds to start a new harvest in early summer. She made sure she had enough to help her village along as well as provide for her own needs. Occasionally a few furry critters would snack on a cabbage or two, but she didn't mind sharing what she had with them.

From behind her she heard the sound of rubble. She was starting to feel rather uncomfortable. Maybe it was her guilty conscience that was playing mind games with her?

She felt alone, but was she really?

Every sound and wind howling by caused her to flinch and freeze. _Come on Hiccup, there's nothing there, you're worrying over nothing._

_Thump_

Over on the other side of the cove she heard a loud thump. Her breathing stopped for a second. The air seemed heavier, choking even. Instinct told her to run, but her body was paralyzed. From the end of the water-bed, she looked directly at the creature before her.

"Night Fury."

...

Both didn't move, deadlocked by the eyes. His, feral and cat-like. Hers, wide and dilated.

Toxic green to forest green.

Nothing was done for the longest time. The sun's rays slowly set and the shadows of the cove began to grow.

Everything came flooding back to her mind. Fear and confusion along with guilt and regret, it was all too much. She felt faint. Her legs were beginning to wobble as she quickly was losing balance till she finally collapsed on the cold ground.

With her down from exhaustion, he manically crept to her. She seemed smaller than he recalled yet still scrawny and hopeless. He lowered his head to hers, she was knocked out.

S_he's just making this too easy._

He growled lowly. No response.

Razor sharp teeth at the ready he was prepared to end it all here. He placed his jaw to her shoulder, not yet applying pressure. He wanted her to feel it slowly.

She slightly hummed from his actions sending small vibrations from his teeth to his entire body.

It gave him a warm shiver like none he'd ever felt before. He let out a faint purr involuntarily. The lingering scent on her added with the quivering sensation sent his mind in a state of bliss.

_Seriously!? What is up with me today? First I let her go now I'm stirred up. This shouldn't be so difficult. I'm a Night Fury for crying out loud! She should be begging for her life, not making risqué little sounds and this sweet-smelling flavor, it's confusing me!_

He was caught between a rock and a hard place. Just moments ago, he was all for ripping her apart. Now he just wanted to let it all go and keep sniffing her soft sugary being.

Letting out a dissatisfied grumble he released her yet again. He looked down at her sleeping form.

_Why me?_

She stirred slightly though, not enough to wake herself, just a little shiver. He paused before circling around her nonchalantly.

Getting a good look at her up close he felt rather silly feeling threatened by her. She was no bigger than a young fair-sized doe and was slender like one. Her limbs slim and appeared brittle like the slightest touch could shatter her to pieces.

_She's defiantly the runt._

The deep-rooted perfume of sweet grass and wild flora danced on the tip of his snout. He was nearly convinced she was made of the stuff, it just oozed out of her so alluringly.

He couldn't help but take a sizable inhale of her motionless body. His body tingled in all the right places as he released his breath, purring like a love struck kitten.

_**Sigh**, deep down I want to tear you from limb to limb but I just can't bring myself to do it. You're not worth the energy. You're lucky I'm in a generous mood, runt._

He walked over to a large cluster of boulders and curled up into a ball. He was exhausted from it all.

He closed his eyes and fell into darkness.

...

Her world was dark. Everything was closing in on her. She was done with dragons and done with being a Viking and done with trying to please her father. Just done.

A warm presence enveloped her left shoulder tickling her. It was soothing in a way, almost gentle. The sensation virtually melted away all her troubles and fear. It was a kind and new feeling, she enjoyed it.

Soon the feeling was gone but her troubles didn't seem as bothersome as they were before. _I'm gonna be okay._

Her eyes fanned open. Lifting herself she looked around. There was no dragon. Had she only imagined seeing it? She couldn't quite tell anymore, her head hurt thinking about it.

The sky was turning coppers.

"It's late." Hiccup grabbed the bucket of water and quickly splashed it on the vegetation before making her way to the exit, "Sorry, I'll be back tomorrow first thing in the morning, bye."

She gave the cove one last look around before leaving.

She didn't feel so alone anymore.
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...

Aarne had spent a good chunk of the day working on his accuracy. His new axe seemed to glide effortlessly from his palm before reaching its target.

The conversation he and Stoick had still had him on edge, how Hiccup was to participate in the dragon training with him and the others. It wasn't that the idea was terrible. It made sense to put her in.

Still, in the corner of his mind, he wanted to tell Stoick she didn't belong there. Not because she couldn't handle it, or to demean her, he just didn't want her in harms way.

Even if Stoick hadn't asked, he'd still keep an eye on her. He usually did. Whenever he'd go to the forge to resharpen his axe, he'd spot her working on one of her projects or restocking the walls with weapons. She worked with grace and discipline and the way she combed her bangs back when she was lost in thought made him shiver.

It seemed the only one who knew about his little crush was Gobber, who'd give him sly smiles and cheeky chuckles when he caught Aarne staring at her. He did seem to want him and Hiccup to get together which was nice but it usually seemed to back fire either on account of his poor word choice or interruption from something or rather **'**_someone_'.

It was no shock to him to find out Snotlout had a thing for Hiccup as well, he was even sure Tuffnut and Fishlegs were on the same boat. He couldn't really blame them for finding her attractive though. She was beautiful, intelligent, a skilled smith and from talks with Gobber, a talented cook.

Although he was sure he had a better shot with her than the others, he still felt unworthy of her. It wasn't because she was the chief's daughter, it was because she went out of her way to avoid him. He had to prove to her he could protect her from anything and anyone. When they were younger, she'd usually get picked on for being small and divergent. He never did so himself, he'd usually beat up anyone who'd made her cry or upset.

However most of the time, it was him doing the most damage.

Whenever he'd fight for her honor, Stoick would applaud Aarne's fighting skills, not aware of his reasons. Even showing him how to better improve his form. He spent so much time learning and training with him as a child, he didn't realize he had inadvertently taken away her father, becoming Stoick's 'favorite'.

It got to the point where when they were six she just completely shut him out.

His demeanor hardened over the years from training with Stoick and the other men in Berk, becoming the ideal Viking in both skill and strength.

When he turned eleven his coldness translated to his communication skills, usually hard and unfiltered.

It was their first conversation in years that caused him so much grief...

...

_Hiccup had her sketchbook at hand walking down the plaza to the forge. _

_If she had been watching where she was going, she wouldn't have bumped into something hard knocking her down to the ground. She looked down at boots, realizing she had collided with someone. "I'm sorry, I..."_

_"Watch where you're going, Hiccup," the voice was harsh and somewhat degrading with the way her name was said. __Almost as if calling her its meaning: weak and small. She shot her head up, it was Aarne. _

_He had a stoic expression and piercing blue eyes that made her feel all the more weak and small._

_He hadn't realized it until her eyes widened with offense what his words sounded like. To anyone else his tone was casual, calm even, but to someone like Hiccup his words were ice. He only meant for her to be aware of her surroundings. _

_Before he could explain she bolted in the other direction, too ashamed and hurt by what had happened. __It took her nearly a week to confront Aarne while he was practicing his axe skills._

_"Aarne?" he turned to see her trembling, head down in shame. "I'm very sorry for crashing into you the other day and angering you. I'm sorry for everything." _

_With that said, she went off into the forest and disappeared amongst the trees. _

_She apologized. _

_She apologized thinking she was the problem. _

_His heart sank. He felt no better than the common bullies who picked on her. She felt the need to atone to him, because at the end of the day, she felt it was all her fault. _

_He laid down, hanged his head low. "It's not your fault."_

...

He vowed to prove himself to her; that he was not like the others.

It took time but soon he managed to lighten his tone around her, even managing little conversations here and there without upsetting her. Those days make him the happiest, when he earned her angelic giggle and smile.

There was still the 'favorite' issue. No matter what he'd do, it'd be accompanied by a 'Good job', by Stoick.

That was the main root of his problem with forming a relationship with Hiccup and until he figured out how to remedy the situation, he'd have to keep trying to win her heart in other ways.

The sun had nearly disappeared before Aarne's arm finally became sore. He swung his axe once more at the trunk, not missing the indentation left in the wood by the sharp blade edge.

He retrieved it before making his walk back home.

From the entrance of the forest, he spotted a tiny figure walking towards the village.

_Hiccup?_

He wasn't expecting to see her out. She was supposed to be home, but here she was exiting the wild and back into town.

_What are you up to?_

If he was to be keeping an eye on her, he figured now would be as good time as any. Staying a fair distance away and keeping mostly to the shadows of the trees and nearby buildings, he trailed behind her.

...

Hiccup's legs felt light.

She ran the day over and over in her head, trying to figure out where she had gone wrong. What was supposed to be a good day seemed to spiral into chaos.

She took down a dragon, she let it go. She helped in the forge, she got mocked by Aarne. She tried to be the best Viking she could, she committed the worst treason to her people.

She groaned walking to the plaza area. There were still people finishing the day's chores but for the most part it was uncrowded.

Nobody seemed to notice her as she made her way which she was grateful for, being as she wasn't supposed to be out.

A few houses away she noticed a small boy trying to jump up, reaching for something. She looked to see a helmet with large horns on either side hanging from a tall post. Taking a closer look she recognized the boy as Gustav Larson. From the sight, he must have been victim to one of Snotlout's pranks. She figured this as she got closer and could hear him cursing his name under his breath.

He somewhat reminded her of herself at his age. Small and lonely. He didn't have to go through that, Gustav deserved better.

She marched to the post and on the very tips of her toes managed to retrieve his helmet. Gustav stared as she brought his helmet down for him a sweet smile on her face. He slowly reached out for it, giving her a grateful smile, "Thanks, Hiccup."

She motioned her index finger to her lips. "Our little secret, okay?"

"Deal," he returned his helmet to its rightful place and stormed off home before waving goodbye to her.

She returned the gesture before she herself made her way home.

...

Seeing her return Gustav's helmet brought a smile to Aarne's face.

She was too kind for her own good.

Hiccup placed her finger near her lips. _She wants it to be a secret?_ he's eyebrows narrowed.

_Of course she would, if anyone found out the Larson kid got help from Hiccup he'd be treated just as bad as her._ She was willing to keep her good deeds to herself rather than let them be known for the protection of others.

He remembered what had happened at the forge when he barged into her study. All the hard work and effort she put into crafting weapons and designing new models for war machines were for their protection.

She was always there to help and she never asked for anything in return.

Even his axe.

She didn't have to go through the hassle of upgrading it when he only asked for a sharpening, she provided him with the best she could give. He gripped onto his axe tighter, it was late and he needed to head home.

Aarne looked back to see her do the same, '_Rest well Hiccup, it's gonna be a busy day tomorrow._' And with that, he went off.

...

When she made it up the steps she reached for the door handle slowly, careful not to make a sound.

_Hopefully he's already in bed or out for a drink,_ she prayed her prediction was spot on as she hush fully entered the house.

Luck was not on her side however seeing as her father was seated by the fireplace, like she had done so in the past. She stiffened slightly before closing the door not making a sound. As soon as the door shut she paced towards the staircase. Her hands and feet on the steps, she climbed up like a silent feline before a small creak came from the floorboard revealing her from the shadows.

"Hiccup."

She grimaced. "Dad...uh. Uh I have to talk to you dad."

He stood up and walked near her by the stairway holding his hands behind his back, "I need to speak with you too, dear."

They both took a short pause to inhale as much air as possible.

"I've decided I don't want to fight dragons."

"I think it's time you learn to fight dragons."

"What?" they spoke in unison, not quite hearing what the other had said.

"Uh, you go first."

Hiccup slowly climbed back down straightening herself up, "No, no you go first."

"Alright," he looked down trying to the find the strength to say what needed to be said.

He handed her a helmet similar to his. "You get your wish. Dragon training, you start in the morning."

He shot her a firm smile as she placed it on her head.

"Oh man, I should've gone first." She panicked scratching the side of the helmet scrambling to get herself out of this mess. "Cause I was thinking. You know, we have a surplus of dragon fighting Vikings," she motioned her little fist in front of her, "but do we have enough...bread making Vikings or small home repair Vikings..."

He wasn't really listening to her ramble and extended an axe to her form. "You'll need this."

Its weight knocking her down a few steps to the main floor as she cradled it in her arms.

"Take care of them, they were your mother's." He tapped the helmet. "Breast plate, matching set."

She cowered a bit, "I don't want to fight dragons."

"ChHaa-Ha, come on, yes you do," he turned around and walked to the table.

"Rephrase...Dad, I CAN'T kill dragons."

He turned to her and cheered as he lifted a fist, "But you WILL kill dragons."

"No, I'm really very extra sure that I won't."

He retrieved his travel sack before turning to her again. "It's time Hiccup."

"Can you not hear me?!" she repositioned the helmet so she could see her father straight in the eyes.

"This is serious, child. When you carry this axe," he reached out for it effortlessly, "you carry all of us with you."

He handed the axe back to her, its handle landed on the floor with a loud clang.

"When you wear this helmet," he touched it with his hand, "you carry a piece of your mother with you in battle."

He replaced the axe back into her arms calmly. "Which means you WALK like US. You TALK like US. You THINK like US." He straightened her posture. He extended his arms out, a look of disappointment on his face, "No more of...THIS."

She rolled her eyes and dryly stated, "You just gestured to ALL of me."

"Deal."

"This conversation is feeling VERY one-sided."

"DEAL!"

"...deal."

"Good."

Stoick lifted his travel sack and hosted it over his shoulder. He took a deep breath before walking towards the door grabbing his own helmet. "Train hard. Got a few things to do before dawn. Get some sleep."

"Okay dad... Goodni-"

Stoick walked out and closed the door with a hard slam leaving Hiccup to process what just went down.

...

She set the axe down by the steps and removed the helmet, looking at both carefully.

Inscribed on the blade was a decorative pattern of spirals and dots. It was she Mom's alright.

Valka Haddock. Strong, heroic, brave, loved.

She could never be worthy of her battle-axe and helmet, she couldn't even kill a dragon and know she had to fight them. Walking to the kitchen, she emptied her satchel of food and put them in their proper storage baskets before returning to the staircase.

"Why me?" she huffed as she walked up the steps with her new axe and helmet.

She sat them on the side of her bed, as she processed to undress. Her body felt worn out, more so than any day working at the forge. Making her way to the tub, she sat in the cool water, trying to rub away the entire day from her physical form. Hiccup submerged herself and stayed there for a moment letting the silence engulf her.

_I don't know what to do mom. I've been nothing but a big screw up. What would you have done? What am I doing wrong?_

She emerged for air and wringed out the excess water from her short tresses. Her hands grazed the area where she had scratched herself from the forest. It was gone. Looking at her reflection in the pool, the spot was clear as if the cut never existed. "How can that be?" She remembered to when the dragon had licked her wound.

"Could it have..." she tried to wrap her head around it. Could the dragon's saliva heal? Was it trying to help her or was it only interested in eating her and if so, why was she still alive?

Her mind raced with questions she couldn't find the answers to as she cleaned herself with the sweet grass formula. With every question she seemed to wonder why she couldn't kill it. Weakness? Fear? Loneliness?

She pondered if the dragon had felt the same way. Its eyes seemed mortal, full of emotion.

Hiccup could still faintly feel its heartbeat echoing inside her. Drumming in sync to the rhythm of her own.

Slowly, she raised herself from the bath and dried her body before emptying the water from the drain. She pulled a lever from above, fresh clean water cascaded from a pipe where she collected rainwater for the plumbing of the house. With the tub filled with new water, she made her way to the bedroom. Dressed in a simple long-sleeved baggy grey tunic she crawled under the furs and got comfortable.

She looked out the giant skylight above her bed to the starry sky. The day had been less than ideal for her.

Her breathing steadied, the day's events flashing before her eyes once more.

The raid. The Night Fury. Now this.

Her body felt weightless as well as her mind. She closed her emerald eyes to the world.

_Today was the day._ Her final thought before sleep took hold of her.


	6. Chapter 6

_ Hello. This was probably the most challenging chapter as of far, so I hope I did alright. In this chapter I wanted to explore an average morning for Hiccup and her role as a daughter. After this chapter, I'll post the next one in three to four days time, I hope this won't be an inconvenience. Posted 4-25-2014. Please enjoy & thank you for your time. _

...

Droplets of cold water stirred Hiccup awake. She rubbed the moisture and sleep from her face as more drops fell from the heavens. Rising from bed, she took hold of the hand crank that controlled the skylights door and proceeded to close it before her room was laced with puddles of rainfall. Before it closed she glanced at the cloudy grey sky. It was still dark with the sun probably a few hours away.

She stood still for a moment. Today was the start of dragon training which she thoroughly didn't want to participate in. There was no getting around her father when his mind was set though, so for now she'd have to suck it up and do as she was told.

_Might as well start the day._

Hiccup changed her clothes and gathered her laundry downstairs quietly as to not wake her dad.

When she reached the main floor she walked over to the kitchen where she set down her laundry basket and went over to light the fireplace, leaving a small gap in the smoke filter so it could run free while not dying out from the rain. Fire started, Hiccup made her way to her father's room located on the far side of the house. He was still sound asleep snoring like a hibernating bear. She swiftly took his laundry basket and set it on the floor near hers. She opened the back door, collecting a large bucket lined with copper full of fresh rainwater inside, careful not to spill any liquid on the ground.

Placing the bucket near the fireplace, she waited for it to come to a manageable heat before moving it to the far side of the kitchen near a drain. She grabbed a second bucket and divided the water accordingly. From a pantry above she opened a bottle of soaked soapberries and mixed in a tiny amount into one of the tubs before proceeding with the laundry.

It took her a good half hour to complete the job of washing away all the gunk from their clothing before she rinsed them out and hung them near the fireplace via rope system to dry, considering it was still pouring outside.

With the laundry complete, she cleaned up before gathering ingredients for breakfast. For her, baked beans, a bowl of mixed berry porridge with a spiced wild mushroom and herbed potato hash. For her father, four large scrambled eggs on buttered toast, baked beans with honey glazed yak meatballs, smoked and cured salmon slices and herbed potato and mushrooms with a large mug of mead.

She ate her food quickly then washed up the dishes and cleaned the tabletop. She left her father's food closet to the fireplace by the table so it stayed hot when he woke up to eat breakfast. With that done she gathered up the already dried clothes, folded then accordingly and put them away in their rooms.

By the time she was done, the sky had started to clear and the rain stopped pouring. Hiccup wondered if she should go to the cove, considering the vegetables had already gotten water.

_I probably should check it out, just to make sure they're alright. Hopefully the potatoes haven't gotten too damp._

Her mind set, she grabbed her satchel and made her way to the cove.

...

Stoick awoke to the smell of potatoes and yak. He rose to find his laundry done and a hot plate of food awaiting him. Looking around, he noticed the silence of the house, she was out again.

He sat and dug into his meal. He savored every bite before washing it with a gulp of mead.

Hiccup was an avid cook, he felt he never truly voiced how much he appreciated her for trying so hard to accommodate to his diet with hers so conflicting to his. Or for keeping the house organized and clean on a regular bases.

She really took the rails of tending to the house when Valka disappeared.

Still so young and having to grow up so quickly to tend for two people who were so different from each other in many ways. But he never heard her complain about any of it, she would do her work with a sense of duty and determination. He hoped she could channel that energy into the arena. Finishing his breakfast he washed his dishes before bathing and dressing for the voyage ahead.

With everything at the ready, he headed out the front door to the damp world ahead.

...

Fog covered the forest floor as Hiccup entered the cove. The birds could be heard singing on branches as well as dragonflies hovering to and fro.

She walked over to the vegetable patch, the soil slightly damp but not over watered. The bucket she used was filled to the brim. She took it and emptied it into the pool of water with so little as a splash.

It was grey and warm out, she enjoyed this weather when Berk had the opportunity to get it. It made her feel calm, not too bright and not too dark. A perfect balance of peace and stillness.

Hiccup looked over to a patch of yellow wildflowers like those years ago when her mother was still around. She walked over to them and kneeled close, tracing the petals with her fingertips, feeling the dewy droplets of water trail down her palm.

She felt warm inside and her breathing softened taking in the sounds of the forest.

One sound caught her attention, like heavy slow breaths, they weren't coming from her. She followed to where the sound came from, careful not to make any noise. Peering over a cluster of boulders, she saw a large black figure curled into a tight ball.

She quickly covered her mouth as to not scream and alert the dragon to her position.

_It's here?! Why?! This doesn't make any sense?!_ she took a step back desperately praying to not awaken it from its slumber.

Her left foot stepped on a brittle twig, giving a quiet snap but to her, it was the loudest noise she could have possibly made.

Not wanting to stick around, she made a dash for the exit, almost losing her footing on the bed of wildflowers as she made her way out.

...

He was up in the open sky, the wind whistling in his ears. It was pure magic.

The freedom of being above the world, no strings tying him to the earth, this was the ultimate high to any dragon.

He looked below to the vast fields of dark waters graced with the shimmers of moonlight dancing upon its surface. Here, he was lost between the night sky and stars, intangible to the world of man and beast alike.

If not for his duties to the hive and its czar, he'd be truly free. Tonight however, in the sea of starlight he felt no bound to any.

The air rushed to him in an instant, his body and wings confined by twisting cables. He fell to the turf below crashing into branches of large pines before ripping through the soil, motionless to the trauma his anatomy ordealed with.

Swirls of flame surrounded his tangled figure.

On one side of the embers stood tall shadows' of men, dancing wickedly. To the other side the poison eyes of the Red Death, dark prince of Dragon Island, ruler over his horde of enslaved dragons.

His body was freed from the shackles.

If he chose the path to the men, he'd face the shadows of axes, sharp blades and steel.

If he chose the path to the Red Death, he'd dare the ruthless wrath of the monster.

He felt trapped.

He tried to escape but he couldn't lift himself off the ground. The fire tightened around him as did the shadows' and Red Death. He couldn't breathe, the air heavy and hot.

Doom set in.

The smell of sweet grass graced his nose. He turned to a bright light behind him, it drew away the flames; a cool sensation of fresh air blanketed his soul.

The light silhouetted a young human, arms held out in a comforting way. He felt drawn to it, the shadows' and eyes behind him seemed insignificant in comparison.

Slowly he inched toward it, hope and some other feeling he couldn't explain enveloped around him.

It reached out to him, so close to touching him...

_Snap_

...

His eyes flew open. Scoping his surroundings, he remembered where he was and how he ended up there.

_That dream felt so real. Who was that?_

Lifting himself, he shock off the moisture from his scales, stretching out his wings and flexing his spine like a dozing cat. He needed to get out of this situation. If he stayed he faced possibly being found and killed. On the other hand, heading back to Dragon Island empty-handed wasn't the wisest of ideas.

He'd however face his own kind's precautions rather than the shame of being executed at the hands of their enemy.

He shook his body awake before extending his black wings and attempting to stay in the air. With every flap, he'd just glide lowly before returning to the terra below.

...

Hiccup escaped out with her life still intact. Her breathing rigid as she leaned behind the cold stone wall. She lifted her head to the sky in hopes for some reassurance of something. Nothing but grey. Trailing her eyes to the wall she spotted a large opening from above. She stepped back to get a better view and sure enough, there was a decent sized hole.

Thick vines and roots snaked from the opening. _What am I thinking?_ she placed her palm to a sturdy root and began to make her way up the opening.

Why she had to be so curious about this dragon she'd never know, but that thought was pushed to the side when her feet were flat on solid stone.

She followed the tunnel back to the cove. She had never seen it from this high angle before, it seemed larger and more colorful.

Stepping forward she felt a hard stone to her boots. Several black scales were scattered on the ground. Kneeling to it, she brought her hand out to touch one. It felt smooth and cool like polished stone. She grabbed a hold of it, examining it closer. The sound of clawing stone and plant fibers startled her to turn around.

It was the Night Fury.

It didn't seem to notice her there as it struggled to claw at the stone before gliding back to the earth.

She let out a meek gasp and tried to stay low.

It gave out a hardy roar as it flapped its wings vigorously.

Almost by instinct she reached into her satchel and took out her sketchbook and charcoal pencil, sketching the beast before her.

It was a rough rendering, hastily drawn as she looked from the book to the dragon. She finished the piece and took a final review of her subject.

It was standing still near the water's edge snapping its teeth at the fish in the water. She eyed its figure before reaching the tail area.

_Only one fin?_ she rubbed the side of her palm to the left fin on the paper.

"I don't get it? Why don't you just...fly away?"

Trying to leave unnoticed, her pencil rolled out of her palm. She extended her arm and fingertips, it fell to the floor below, the wood to rock sound echoed in the quiet of the cove.

It heard and turned to the rocks and trailed its eyes up to her.

...

They ensued to stare at each other, not doing anything else.

She tilted her head slightly and leaned back a bit. He mirrored her actions but held his ground.

_Doesn't she have better things to do than this?_ he shot her a confusing glare. He didn't feel so cross towards her today since he had some time to cool off and regain his composure.

He was only irritated by her presence.

Just yesterday she let him free, he in turn let her live and when they were in the cove, he let her go. Now here she was.

She proceeded to retreat back into the tunnel and disappeared for some time. He wasn't too sure if she had gone off to tell the other Vikings of his position. He felt a tight knot in his stomach.

Whether it be from hunger or worry he couldn't tell or care less by this point.

A shadow appeared by the small entrance, he stiffened and held his ground.

If it was to end here, he'd put up one hell of a fight.

The girl peeked her head over the edge of the entrance.

She was alone.

He remained in his position, confused.

_You're an odd runt, I'll give you that._

She made her way back into the cove tiptoeing herself, hardly taking a breath.

Tracking her pencil she leaned down, eyes still on the dragon who never took its eyes off her. Retrieving the item, she lifted herself before backing away slowly.

She gulped, their eyes still glued to each other.

Fear began to set in again.

Why did she have to come here today?

Why was the dragon in the cove?

Why on earth did she think it was a good idea to get her pencil back knowing she had dozens of them back home?

The sound of loud grumbles vibrated in the air. Her eyes widened.

_It's hungry._

Her fear melted, she felt sympathy.

She thought about the situation. One: It couldn't get off the ground. Two: It had only one fin on its right side. Three: It was struggling to eat.

She took a gasp of air, _It can't fly._

The memory of the shooter appeared in her mind. She took down a dragon in more than one way.

She may have giving it its life but she took something far worse, its freedom.

Guilt swepted over her. Hiccup might as well have taken its heart because she was pretty sure that's what it was feeling, heart-broken.

_This is my fault._

She looked over to the garden for a brief second. She didn't even know if dragons ate plants, but if it really was hungry it could probably eat anything... She took a moment to think that over.

It could even eat her.

It could have before, but who's stopping it now from just lunging at her with its razor sharp fangs.

"If you're hungry," she shyly stated as she continued towards the exit, "you're welcome to whatever you want from the garden." She turned around and bolted like no tomorrow.

He gave her a toothy snarl as she disappeared.

Her legs wouldn't stop running. In the back of her mind, the Night Fury was not too far behind just waiting for her to rest, even though she knew it not to be true.

She ran through fields of wildflowers and shrubs all the way home. When she reached the back door she opened it quickly and slammed it shut, not caring if her father heard.

Panting and sweating, she sat at the wooden floor.

_I think I'm safe now._

Out of breath, she listened to the sound of the house. Only the crackling of firewood was audible. _He must be at the docks?_

She stayed still till it hit her, _He's at the docks!_

Her body went into overdrive as she raced up the stairs and grabbed the axe and helmet. With them at hand, she marched back down, extinguished the fire, flashed to the front door and stormed to the harbor to give her father his farewells.

...

The harbor was packed to the brim with Vikings boarding ships and kissing their loved ones goodbye.

Stoick gazed upon the sight giving a firm heave of air. He really hoped they'd find the nest and rid the demons once and for all, for his people and for Hiccup.

Once the dragons were gone, maybe he'd finally find the time to get to know her. With the way things were, he couldn't do so without looking over his shoulder for any signs of danger. She was his little girl and even though he rarely expressed it, the thought of losing her would be the death of him.

Hiccup was all he had left.

He'd do anything in his power to defend her from whatever the world had in store for her, but she was growing up and she wouldn't need him forever. She'd one day be chief, marry and have children of her own. He just prayed she'd be a better parent than he turned out to be.

"Setting the final touches before you set sail," Gobber limped by him staring into the endless blue waters.

"It'll be a matter of time before we head off."

"How did Hiccup take the news?"

Stoick sighed, "Not at all how I expected her to take it. She started on about not wanting to kill a dragon, can you believe that?"

"Well, did she explain why?"

"There doesn't have to be a 'why', it's what we do. And I can't have her being difficult anymore; she needs to be one of us."

Gobber looked over to his chief, "She IS one of us, why can't you see that? Maybe she's not the strongest of the toughest but that doesn't change that fact that she's a Viking or your daughter."

"You don't think I know that. Brains won't get you far here and it's time she learns that and starts acting like a true Viking." He took a frustrating breath. "It's not for my sake, it's for hers."

Wanting to say something, Gobber instead held his tongue and walked over to one of the boat and helped load cargo.

Stoick turned over to see Aarne doing the same, "Good to see you here, son."

Aarne tossed a sack over to one of the men on board before straightening himself, "Just helping where I can, sir."

He grinned, Aarne had grown well into his role as a Viking. He saw a bit of himself in him at his age: determined, focused, ready for anything set in his path. "You've been a great help, I know you'll make us all proud in the arena."

"I plan to."

...

When Hiccup reached the docks, crowds of people had formed to either say goodbyes or set off to sea. She zig-zagged her way to her father's ship, hoping he hadn't set sail earlier than the rest. He tended to do that.

She held her axe close, snaking her way around careful not to get into anybodys way.

From the far end of the pier, she spotted her father, she gave a sigh of relief. She hadn't missed her chance to say goodbye.

There were times when she wanted to tell him not to go off and leave her alone for periods of time. Some nights she'd wake to small sounds and bolt to the door hoping he had returned and never had to go again, but it was never that simple.

She jogged over to him, not wanting for this to be their last meeting.

She stopped when he turned over slightly, smiling and talking with Aarne.

Her heart fell to the ocean floor. Of all the people he smiled with, it was always most genuine when with Aarne. It was always like that.

She was just in the way. "Damn."

They shared in a strong handshake before going their separate ways.

Stoick turned to see Hiccup, waiting for him. He walked to her side, both not making eye contact.

An awkward pause set in for a while.

"I'll be back. Probably."

"And I'll be here. Maybe."

...

With one final sack to load, Gobber viewed Stoick and Aarne conversing before spotting Hiccup, sadness and pain in her eyes.

With the two men now off to their own businesses, Stoick and Hiccup stand side by side, the air tense between them.

He gave an exasperation as he tossed the sack to a crewmen taken off guard by the action before falling into the waters.

He made his way towards them, silence between the two. He shook his head and palmed his face. They were so stubborn; it prevented them from saying what was on their mind to each other. He gave a helping hand...

"Hiccup would like to say that she'd miss you. And she wishes that you'll find that Thor-forsaken dragons' nest, so you can stop taking out your frustrations on everyone, namely poor Gobber."

Hiccup simply nods, eyes planted to the wooden planks.

Gobber rubbed his face in frustration.

''Stoick wants to tell you he'll be thinking of you the whole time, so train hard, don't throw a house party, and he'll do his best not to be eaten by a sea serpent or a dragon. But if he does, well you know, that's that."

"We're Vikings. It's an occupational hazard," Stoick dryly remarked.

"We're Vikings. It's an occupational hazard," Gobber repeated to Hiccup.

"I said that part." Irritated, Stoick marched to his vessel, boarding it with so little as a glance to Hiccup. Her expression low and blank.

"Oh, sorry for helping!"

"I want her back with all limbs intact," pointing a finger to Gobber. Stoick more so threatened rather than requested.

"Set sail!"

With that, the ships' lifted their anchors and pressed forward into the unknown.

After a while everyone went off to the island to go about their day, leaving Hiccup where she was staring out to her father's ship.

"Come back soon," she then walked back to the village and slowly made her way to the arena to start her day.


	7. Chapter 7
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...

Hiccup walked slowly to the arena, small puddles of rainwater filmed the pathway of stone and wooden planks. She held her head low, wondering if her father would really be thinking about her during the voyage and not Aarne who was a shoe in to rank highest in dragon training.

Behind her, the loud splashes of water and wood stomping caused Hiccup to turn around.

''Gustav?'' her brows crooked as she tilted her head slightly. ''What are you doing here?"

''What does it look like, I'm here for training," he sported a winning smile, a heavy sword tailing behind him.

He looked so determined, ready for anything; just like a true Viking.

''Uh, I don't mean to pry, but aren't you a bit young for dragon training?''

''I'm almost an adult!''

''You're nine.''

''Nine and a half!''

He lowered his head to the ground, ''I just wanna be like them, you know. Everyone treats me like a kid, if I show them I can fight, I won't be teased like...'' He paused but she knew who he meant; she didn't blame him for it.

She thought back to herself at his age. If there had been someone to encouraging her, like her mother used to, she might have grown into someone different, more Viking. Maybe all he needed was a little encouragement of his own.

She bent down to his level, both staring into each others' eyes, ''Why don't we go in together?''

Gustav beamed before trailing ahead of her making their way to the arena.

...

''Welcome to Dragon Training!" Gobber opened the heavy gate, revealing the arena before them. The stone floor slightly damp with moisture.

"No turning back,'' Aarne was the first to enter. He swept his long bangs away from his eye to get a full prospective of the arena.

Stone walls and floors clawed and beaten down over the centuries of battles and sport. They all gawked in awe as the chain ceiling revealed the clouded grey sky above. This was what they had waited for their whole lives.

''I hope I get some serious burns!'' Tuffnut grinned.

''I'm hoping for some mauling, like, on my shoulder or lower back,'' Ruffnut spoke casually as she loosened her arms up.

Aarne swaggered further into the ring, ''Yeah, it's only fun if you get a scar out of it.''

''Yeah, no kidding right?'' they all turned to see Hiccup enter the gate, Gustav behind her. ''Pain, love it...'' she rolled her eyes and held a tone of irony.

''Yeah, let's kill some dragons!'' Gustav hopped eagerly.

''Oh great who let them in,'' groaned Tuffnut.

''I can do this guys. Maybe I can even take down the Night Fury!''

The thought ran through her mind, unknown to everyone, she had taken the beast down and grounded it for good. Guilt flooded her mind once more.

The other teens snickered at Gustav's words before Gobber hushed them, ''Larson, go home, now.''

He turned to the recruits, ''Let's get started! The recruit who does best, will win the honor of killing his first dragon in front of the entire village''. He made a turning motion with his hooked prosthetic as he walked towards Hiccup.

''Gustav already thinks he can kill a Night Fury so does that disqualify him, or...?'' The twins exploded into laughter at Snotlouts' remark.

''Can I transfer to the class with the cool Vikings?'' they walked off to the center of the ring leaving Hiccup and Gustav at the entrance. She looked over to him, his shoulder slumped and his posture limp. She placed a supportive hand over his shoulder and bent down to his level.

"It's alright, Gustav, maybe next year you can join Dragon Training. And for what it's worth, I think you can take one down.''

Hiccup tended to be the only person to reassure him and give him hope for the future. He admired that about her and wished others could see her caring qualities like he did, ''Thanks Hiccup, bye.''

With that, he made his way out the entrance and back home. She gave a sorrowful sigh, as much as she wanted him to go she didn't want to stay there herself.

''He'll be fine, Hiccup. Just worry about yerself here," Gobber placed his arm over her shoulder, guiding her to the others.

''That's what I'm worried about.''

''Don't worry. You're small and you're weak, that'll make you less of a target. They'll see you as sick or insane and go after the more Viking like teens instead, ha-ha,'' he gave her a wide grin before patting her shoulder and releasing her near Fishlegs.

He marched forward to the many steel doors on the stone walls, each producing the loud cries of several feral dragons.

''Behind these doors are just a few of the many species you will learn to fight!'' he introduced as he walked past their doors.

''The Deadly Nadder."

"Speed: 8, Armor: 16.''

''The Hideous Zippleback.''

''Plus 11 Stealth times 2.''

Fishlegs was providing statistics of the various dragons, excitement growing in his voice.

''The Monstrous Nightmare.''

''Firepower: 15."

''The Terrible Terror.''

''Attack: 8, Venom: 12!''

''Can you stop that!'' he rolled his eyes before reaching the last door, placing his hand over a lever connected to a large pull log system which kept the door shut.

''And...the Gronckle,'' he grinned widely.

''Jaw Strength: 8,'' Fishlegs whispered into Hiccup's ear.

''Whoa whoa, wait, aren't you gonna teach us first?!'' Snotlout questioned loudly.

''I believe in 'learning on the job'.''

Saying so, he pulled the lever which slowly lifted the log from the doorway. Out bursted the Gronckle as it gave a hearty snarl examining the arena before buzzing straight into the field of the teens.

''Today is about survival. If you get blasted, you're dead.''

With a large crash, the Gronckle's tough body collides with the stone wall and fell to the ground. Besides it are grey rocks which, with a hasty action devours one like candy.

Noticing this Hiccup's mind traces back to the Night Fury, wondering if it managed to eat anything as well as an observation on the Gronckle.

_If a Gronckle eats rocks, why does it bother raiding the sheep and other livestock?_

From the far side of the ring, Gobber calls out to the scattered teens, ''Quick, what's the first thing you're gonna need!?''

''A doctor?'' Hiccup asked still focused on the Gronckle's actions.

''Plus 5 Speed?'' Fishlegs attempting to answer.

With a confident stance, Aarne motions himself toward a disk on the ground. ''A shield.''

''Shield! Go!"

The teens branch out in search for shields, all with decorative patterns and designs on the front side.

"Your most important piece of equipment is your shield! If you must make a choice between a sword or a shield,'' noticing Hiccup struggling to fasten and lift the shield to her forearm, Gobber gives her a quick hand before pushing her back into the action, ''take the shield!''

From the center of the arena, the twins argue and fight over a single shield designed with a skull and orange fire, ''Get your hands off my shield!''

''There's, like, a million shields!''

''Take that one, it has a flower on it, girls like flowers,'' as he commented he glanced over at Hiccup a slight twitch to his brow. Taking notice of his gawking, Ruffnut managed to yank the shield away before bonking him in the head roughly. ''Aowh!''

''Oops, now this one has blood on it.''

Still going back and forth with the shield, the twins fail to notice the Gronckle heading straight for them igniting a fireball, destroying the shield at hand. The impact causes both to fall flat on the damp stone, slightly in a daze.

''Tuffnut, Ruffnut, you're out!''

''What?'' both heads still spinning, they clumsily rose to their feet before marching to the far side of the ring.

''Those shields are good for another thing: noise! Make lots of it to throw off a dragons aim!''

The teens began banging their axes and hammers and maces to the side and centers of the shields lined with metal, vibrating into the Gronckle's vision confusing it as it views blurred images of the young Vikings before it.

''All dragons have a limited number of shots; how many does a Gronckle have?''

Running in circles, Snotlout questioningly answered, ''Five?''

''No, six!'' Fishlegs eagerly rose his shielded arm which make him a visible target for the Gronckle who set the lava in its belly into a chunk of burning mess.

''Correct six, that's one for each of you!''

''I really don't, AAAHHH!'' distracted, his shield burst into flames. With it gone he began running, screaming as his hands flew to the air.

''Fishlegs, out.''

Hiccup not wanting to take action in the activity, hid behind a fort wall make of wooden planks and metal bands before Gobber shouted to her site which the Gronckle followed suit with its third shot, ''Hiccup, get in there!''

''Gahhh!'' the hot mess of molten lava flew near her head. She ducked and cowered behind the fort again before the Gronckle trailed off to the other teens.

Whiffing the damp air, the Gronckle picked up on the faint traces of sweet grass and began its search for the source.

''So anyways, I'm moving into my parent's basement. You should come by sometime to workout,'' Snotlout conversing with Aarne, who had his focus on the beast, cartwheels away from the mouth of the fire breather leaving his 'friend' as and open target, ''you look like you workout.''

His shield ignited and the force pushed him back several feet knocking him to the floor, ''AAAAHHHH!''

''Snotlout, you're done!''

Aarne's reverse tumble lead him right besides Hiccup whose eyes were firmly on the beast heading in their direction. He took the opportunity to say what had been on his mind, '' I saw what you did yesterday."

"What?!'' Her eyes widened as she turned to face him. He knew. He knew about the Night Fury and the shame she had brought to her family. What now? Was this an attempt to extort her? Or did he already tell her father which would explain his coldness when he left to sea?

_This can't be happening!_

With the Gronckle readying its fifth shot, Aarne ran past Hiccup; her still in a state of panic and confusion barely noticed until the shield was blasted out of her arm. Her mother's axe split in two by the wooden handle.

Coming back to, she rushed to the rolling shield and axe pieces, _Oh no, mom's axe!_ Her motions releasing the scent of sweet grass. The aroma located, the Gronckle dove a bee-line straight for Hiccup, ignoring Aarne as he hurried away.

''One shot left!''

With its sights set on Hiccup, the Gronckle cornered her to the wall where she turned face to face with the giant dragon.

''HICCUP!''

Her body slide to the ground as the Gronckle took large whiffs of her body. One smell however, the odor of wildflowers still lingering on her caused the Gronckle to wriggle its snout wildly. Noticing this Hiccup kept still, too frightened and observing to move a muscle.

The bright lights in its jaw danced, causing Hiccup to cower, eyes closed awaiting her demise for the second time by a dragon.

Before the Gronckle could release its fire, Gobber's metal hook grabbed the toothy jaw and yanked it from Hiccup's form. Its sneeze barely missed her head, hot black marks scorching the stone wall.

''And that's, six,'' Gobber growled dragging the dragon by the mouth, it pulling hardly to escape. ''Go back to bed ye overgrown sausage!''

He roughly tosses the Gronckle back into its cage and lowered the log, securing it.

''You'll get another chance, don't you worry.''

The teens all appeared exhausted and out of breath, all except Aarne who stands firmly, eyes on Hiccup as she curls out of her fetal form.

''Remember, a dragon will always, always go for the kill. Lesson over, we'll meet at the Great Hall for an overview,'' Gobber marched to Hiccup and lifts her up, patting the dust from her clothing then walks over to the others leaving her to examine the black marking on the wall.

_Not always. The Night Fury let me go. And the Gronckle seemed to be sniffing me, and then sneezed like it had and allergy to something on me. But what?_ She was torn from her curiosity and her teachings of dragons. They conflicted, but why?

Without staying, Hiccup felt the urge to test out a theory. She ran off unnoticed by the others, grabbed her now blown axe and made her way back home.

...

Aarne felt bothered by what he had said. She probably felt he had mocked her for helping Gustav or maybe feared he'd tell the others. He hadn't meant any of that. He had to explain to her before the situation got out of hand. He marched towards Hiccup before being bombarded by the others blocking his path.

''That was amazing Aarne! The way you distracted Hiccup to take the shot, man that was awesome!'' Snotlout laughed not realizing he had fallen for the same scenario.

Aarne shoved him to the side, ''What are you talking about?''

''How you said whatever you said to her, she literally froze, you just ran by and 'BAM!' Aarne infinite, Hiccup zero,'' Tuffnut took a fist to his open hand while stating this.

''Yeah, way to use your teammates as a human shield, Aarne,'' Ruffnut stated in a slightly condescending tone.

_Crap, she probably thinks I set her up to take a dive! Idiot, of all the times to say anything it had to be then!_ Aarne mentally beat himself for acting like a complete jerk.

''No, Aarne used a valuable resource, and he passed the lesson. He survived. He used the things around him to achieve that, good job, lad,'' Gobber gave him a hardy punch to his shoulder. He knew it had two meanings to it. One: for doing a good job. Two: for putting Hiccup in the line of fire.

If he felt like a jerk before, now he felt like an asshole.

'_I really fucked things up today._'

He pushed the teens aside trying to make it to Hiccup and apologize if he still had the chance to. Unfortunately for him, she had already vanished.

_Great, first day to keep an eye on her and I let her disappear. Why does Stoick even trust me anyways?_

With the class dismissed they made their way out of the arena.

''Remember, we met at the Great Hall for an overview of your performances today.''

...

Home again, Hiccup make her way up the stairs as she began to proceed to the tub, laying her axe and helmet on the nearby desk in her room. The water wasn't as warm due to the lack of direct sunlight, but tolerable enough for a calming soak.

She ran by what she had gathered about the day. At the cove, the Night Fury didn't seem so threatening; rather it appeared wary of her presence. The Gronckle, while shooting at them, didn't attempt to kill her when it got close, rather it seemed allergic to her or whatever scent was on her. She only had so much information but so much more questions without concrete answers.

Finishing her bath, she dressed herself in her common wardrobe, put her satchel back on and slowly made her way down the steps.

She looked to the wall decorated with shields and various weapons. _Your most important piece of equipment is your shield!_ She remembered her lesson from earlier and gazed upon one with a blue and red sea serpent on a white background, a pair of spears over it. She took a huge gulp and removed it from the wall, carefully placing the spears to the side making her way out the front door.

...

Out in the village square, she visited the local fisherman and purchased a large Icelandic cod, earning her a few odd looks but nothing to question her actions.

Aarne had been searching for her a while now. He spotted her with a shield and a fish at hand. Before he could reach her, he felt a strong tug to his shoulder, ''And where are you off to?'' Gobber was sharp on Aarne's trail after the incident.

"I was on my way to apologize to Hiccup for earlier, I didn't mean to put her in harms way."

"Listen, I know you feel bad about it, but you can't snake after her like a...snake. You have to approach her gently. Act too aggressively and you'll frighten her, if you walk to her slowly and patiently then you'll earn her trust. Talk to her in the Hall tonight, apologize then, alright?"

Gobber had a fair point; he tended to get near her with a militant aura which either put her into submissive mode or a state of inertia. He needed to change his approach.

"Fine," Aarne looked back to where she was. She managed to disappear yet again.

...

Hiccup was back in Raven's Point, where she had first found the dragon. She looked down to the bola, cut up into separate pieces. She lowered the fish and grabbed the rounded stone end in her palm. Its weight dipped her hand slightly recollecting the events that the earth hide, _Remember, a dragon will always, always go for the kill._

"So why didn't you?"

Letting the stone down and retrieving the fish, she made her way past trees and shrubs till she finally reached the cove.

Making her way towards the entrance she ducked under the shield sneaking little looks to see if the coast was clear. Feeling it was safe she lunged the fish into the cove, a lousy toss that sent it a few feet from her current location.

...

The Night Fury had perched himself on a tall rock formation, bored. He had managed a few cabbages and kale leaves before he began to crave the taste of fish.

The strange human girl would pop into his head now and then. Even if she hadn't of allowed him, he would have taken some of the vegetables to eat begrudgingly. But the thought that she had given him permission to do so seemed queer to him. She didn't have to, but she did anyway. Here he was, the enemy and she was giving him food to survive.

The sky had cleared and the sun shined upon the cove warming his body to a comfortable state. From the corner of the cove where the entrance was, he heard a loud smack to the ground. He crouched down closer to the rock and spotted the human girl trying to get a shield past the entrance with fail till she lowered herself down and entered quietly.

She scooped up whatever was on the ground, a fish. His ears prompt up. Had she gone out of her way to provide him with a proper meal or was it a trap? He waited until she stepped further into the cove and closer to him.

He faced his ears and scales behind keeping silent as she moved close. Feeling she was within range, he lowered himself from the rocks. She turned and took notice of his actions giving a small gasp as he climbed down to the floor below, prowling his way to the side lowly like a wild jungle cat.

Sniffing the air he knew it was definitely her, she smelt sweet and looked as he remembered.

She seemed timid but held her ground as she extended the fish to him as an offering. He inhaled the flavor of the catch, he was defiantly hungry as he slowly inched his way towards it.

He was close to it, revealing his gummy mouth while giving a slight purr of approval till the scent of metal crossed his nostrils. She held a weapon.

He backed off and gave an aggressive growl, the action causing her to retrieve the fish back, staring at him for a moment. As if she understood his reasons she opened her satchel to reveal a tiny dagger, the same one she was going to kill him with but instead allowed him a second chance. With it in her fingertips, she extended her hand as far as she could and let it fall to the ground.

_Kick it away,_ he motioned his head to verify the command which she complied with by lifting it with her foot and tossing it into the pool of water with a decent splash.

With it gone, he relaxed a bit taking a seating position. She wasn't dangerous but he wasn't going to take a chance with her carrying a weapon. This way he was in charge. He twitched his ear to the side slightly.

Weapon gone, she re-extended the fish to him. He gave a low groan as he slinked his way towards her, his spine rising and falling like a nimble panther.

He opened his mouth to take the meal, eyeing it and her closely, "Huh, toothless? I could have sworn you had..." With her distracted he retracted his fangs and snatched the fish from her small palms and devouring it in two bites, licking his chops in satisfaction.

"Teeth," she said shyly, her arms were curled to her body, motionless.

He lapped his jowl once more before advancing to her for more to which she responded by stepping backwards, tripping and backing her way to a rock. ''Uh, uh, no-no, no."

She was cornered with no place to run off to. He bridged the gap between them and interrogated her for more food. ''I don't have anymore," she was leaning as far as she could softly confessing.

He mooned her green eyes, here she was allowing him to live, feeding him, not telling the others of his state and location and all he was doing as demanding more. Some remorse permeated his mind. He did allow her to live, maybe he needed to even out the odds and show his slight appreciation for her assistance.

He began to gag, the sound of something coming back from his insides echoed throughout the cove before he spat back the tail-piece of the fish he had greedily ingested moments ago.

...

"Uh," Hiccup grimaced at the piece of previously fed fish seated on her lap.

The dragon leaned backwards and laid itself in a seating position like a human would to a chair, gazing at her. She took several deep breaths before repositioning herself comfortably taking the fish into her palms once more. They ensued on another staring match doing nothing but breathing and exchanging eye contact. The dragon then eyed the fish then reconnected its eyes to hers.

She followed suit before her eyes widened to its.

_It wants me to eat this, doesn't it?_ She stared at the dead creature in her palms. It'd been years since she'd eaten a fish and never had she had one raw and previously in the stomach of a dragon. _If I want this thing to trust me, I have to show it I'm its equal and if taking a bite out of this fish formerly ingested by it does the trick,_ she groaned, _so be it_.

She trailed her eyes back to the Night Fury and brought the fish to her mouth opening it and giving an 'Ah' sound before taking a fair bite out of the fish carcass. It held a notable crunch in her mouth and the flavor was sour and fishy. She desperately wanted to spit it out, a trail of saliva connecting her lips and the fish together. Pulling back she gave a hearty 'mmm', hoping the action alone would mend everything.

The dragon lifted his ears in approval and gave a comforting noise.

She nodded to it that it was all fine and dandy expecting it to leave her be.

Instead, it produced a loud gulping sound.

She lowered the fish unpleased; she regretted taking such a big bite. Mustering her courage, she held the urge to vomit and swallowed the fish whole, feeling as it slide down her throat and fall into the pit of her stomach. Her body violently shivered with disgust from the sensation.

The dragon make a cute little lapping movement with its tongue in approval of her efforts. She gave it a sweet smile, the feeling in her stomach churning.

It shot her a confusing glance tilting its head to her actions. She was smiling at it, a gesture the Night Fury wasn't accustom to. It tried to mimic her gesture, its gummy mouth forming the shape of a smile with some difficulty.

Hiccup took notice of the action and presented it with the remainder of the fish which it happily took back, savoring it slowly this time.

With the dragon distracted with food, she made her way to its tail to gather some measurements.

...

He wasn't too sure why she had hesitated to eat the fish. It was considered an honor to receive a meal from a Night Fury, but nevertheless she swallowed it fully. The smile she had given him was baffling to say the least. She looked genuinely happy which made his gesture seem all the more meaningful, so he tried to regard the feeling earning him the rest of the fish which he took openly.

He was lost in the flavor of the meal before he felt the soft warmth of something by his tail. He wriggled it a bit and realized the sensation was foreign; he turned his head to see the human by his tail. It was one thing to present him a meal but another to touch him. Unsatisfied by her actions he swung his tail at her, sending her flying into the air and into the waters.

_That'll teach ya._

He waited a while for her to resurface but she never did. He made his way closer to the waterbed and saw the small air bubbles forming on the surface of the water.

She was drowning.

What should he do, save her or allow her to drown? She had brought him food but she did touch his tail. She let him live, he did so as well. He felt pretty even with himself and turned to walk away.

The image of her smile shot him in the heart. What was it about that smile that warmed him from the inside?

_Damn!_ Without a second thought, he dove in after her.

...

All she remembered was being by the Night Fury's tail, the next thing she knew she was sinking to the bottom of the pond. She tried to flail her arms and legs but it was of no use.

She couldn't swim.

Of course living on an island completely surrounded by bodies of water made her an excellent swimmer. No, she never learned. No one ever bothered to teach her to swim and the few times she attempted by herself she near drowned without fail.

She gave up trying, if she died, she didn't want to go tired. She relaxed and let the cool water blanket her body.

Well, if she died, she wouldn't have to worry about dragon training or disappointing her father anymore. She probably wouldn't be missed. The last one to see her alive would have been the dragon, which she felt wasn't so bad.

It allowed her to feed it and fed her in a weird fish-eating kind of way.

The situation was a lot like the previous one with the Night Fury, she just let it all go, death wasn't a scary thing, it happened to everything. She would embrace it with no malic in her heart.

She released her last breath as she reached the bottom of the water, waiting for the blue to drown out the pain.

A strong tug pulled her by the waist and lifted her up to shore. Her body limp and lifeless. A firm pressure to her abdomen caused her to release the liquid trapped in her lungs. She coughed hard, her throat sore before opening her eyes to those of the Night Fury.

It had saved her life.

It had its body hovering over hers. She lifted herself by the elbows. ''You, you saved my life. Thank you," she said, a smile on her face.

The dragon shot her a confused look, not expecting any form of gratitude considering it had caused her near death.

She looked at it as the light from the sun haloed its figure.

"The Hall!" she lifted herself up and shock the excess water from her body. She made her way to the entrance leaving the dragon staring at her confusingly. "I'll be back tomorrow with more fish, thank you again!" with that she ducked under the shield and ran back to the village.

...

He hadn't expected any indebtedness. When she had stated he saved her life, he thought, _Yeah, I did and not even a..._

Before we could finish his thought she thanked him and left promising more food.

_What is with that girl?_ he stepped forward and heard the crack of something under his foot. Lifting it he noticed a small red tinged seashell spit in two down the middle.

_Must of picked this up when the girl was drowning._ He paid no mind to it till he realized it was his fault she almost died. He owed her and he hated it, he couldn't shake her off of him. He looked at the pieces of shell before him, _Maybe I could give her this?_

He moved it away from the bank and set them near the rock where she had tripped over.

She did promise him food and was grateful for him saving her, he lowered himself lying on the earth. _She's not so bad, for a runt._

He closed his eyes before a droplet of water fell on his snout. The rains fell again.

...

When Hiccup reached the Great Hall; it was dark, cold and she was soaked to the bone. She felt it was a good thing as she didn't have to explain why she was soaked to begin with. She opened the large door and could hear the sound of Gobber's voice, "Alright, where did Aarne go wrong in the ring today?"

"I mistimed my somersault dive, it was sloppy. It threw off my reverse tumble."

Ruffnut replied apathetically, "Yeah, we noticed."

"No no, you were great! That was so Aarne," Snotlout defended earning rolled eyes from everyone on the table where they were seated.

"He's right. You have to be tough on yourselves."

They all glanced over to Hiccup soaking wet and walking over to the table. Snotlout patted the seat next to him, "Saved you a seat and a plate, baby."

She nearly gagged at the thought of eating anything meat related again and sitting next to Snotlout. She continued her march to the next table over where nobody sat.

"Where did Hiccup go wrong?" Gobber asked.

"Uh, she showed up."

"She didn't get eaten," the twins remarked.

Aarne was irritated with their behavior but felt he needed to say his part as well. "She's never where she should be."

"Thank you, Aarne," Gobber said before giving the twins a firm slap to the back of their heads. "You need to live and breathe this stuff."

He pulled out an old book with a dragon symbol carved into its' leather cover, "The Dragon Manual." He pushed several plates and tankards off the table to make room for the hardcover book, dropping it with a bang.

"Everything we know about every dragon we know of," a loud bellowing thunder roared outside causing Gobber to raise his head. "Huh, no attacks tonight, study up", he said before making his way out of the hall.

"Wait you mean read?" Tuffnut questioned, dropping the dagger he was fiddling with.

"While we're still alive?!" Ruffnut continued.

"Why read words when you can just kill the stuff the words tell you stuff about?" Snotlout banged his fist against the table causing a half-eaten chicken wing to bounce in the air.

"Oh, I've read it like, seven times. There's this water dragon that sprays boiling water at your face, and-and there's this other one that buries itself for like a week..." Fishlegs was rambling excitingly while the others gave him odd looks.

Tuffnut motioned his hand in a shutting gesture, "Yeah, that sounds great. Uh, there was a chance I was gonna read that..."

"...but now." Ruffnut finished.

"You guys read, I'll go kill stuff," Snotlout rose with the others following. Fishlegs still spilling information while the twins bicker and fought leaving Aarne and Hiccup the only teens left in the hall.

Hiccup slowly rose to the table where Aarne and the others were. She eyed the book, wondering what mysteries and secrets it held about dragons. Maybe it had information on the Night Fury and how they flew.

"So, I guess we'll share?'' she approached him shaking from the cold of being damp.

Aarne looked at her shivering form. She looked frightened, like the thought of being near him scared her. _She's probably still shaken up by what happened today._

As much as he'd like to be near her and bond, he wanted her in a state of calmness, not fear. He shoved the book closer to her stoically, "Read it."

She stared at the book and placed her hand over the hardcover, tracing her fingers along the grooves of the dragon image.

"About what I said today in the arena," Aarne started as he made his way out the hall. "I saw you helping Gustav the other day."

She felt slightly relieved that was what he had meant.

"Uh, yeah, you know... he doesn't deserve to be treated that way. It's not right."

Aarne's eyes slightly widened, she cared so much for others she barely even took the time to care for herself, it was an admirable quality. "I won't tell anyone, I promise."

She shot him a blank stare before beaming a little, "Thank you."

He contemplated staying but went against the idea, he was in a good spot right now with her. He'd mark this one down as a win. His heart beating just a bit faster, he left her to her own accord.

...

With the storm brewing outside people started leaving, turning the torches off and exiting the building, leaving Hiccup alone in the dark. She was slightly frightened trying to find a candle and hot coal nearby to light it for reading light.

When she found both she made her way back to the table. She had never been in the Great Hall so late and never with the lights completely out, she felt alone trapped in darkness.

She located a second candle and lit it for better illumination before seating on the table, book facing her. She proceeded to open it to the first page, "Dragon Classifications..."

She began reading aloud the words printed on the brittle pages, illustrations of dragons killing Vikings and vis versa. Some pages were more graphic than others based on the information on certain dragons. There were even several nearly illegible due to the copious amounts of blood smeared on the print and images, she just wasn't sure if it belonged to humans or dragons.

The loud storm outside created an ominous atmosphere in the hall which seemed to enclose on her with every page she turned and word she read. Dragons who choked their victims to death or boiled them alive with scolding hot water, even one that turned the victim's body inside out slowly watching them die a gruesome, torturous death. She was becoming increasingly frightened by the content in the book even more when a loud gust of air slammed the heavy door to the hall open, rain and thunder dancing as if the Gods were at war.

Her breathing became ragged and her body shivered with both cold and terror. Hiccup made it to the page she was looking for, _"Night Fury."_

_"Speed: Unknown."_

_"Size: Unknown."_

_"The unholy offspring of lightning and death itself. Never engage this dragon. Your only chance, hide and pray is does not find you."_

The words stuck in her head like a dagger, this was the dragon in the cove. The one who saved her life and allowed her to live, it even fed her. Could the information in the book, be wrong? Misguided? Or were they the truth and the dragons were the actual demons her people made them out to be?

She took her sketchbook and pencil out of her satchel, the papers slightly damp but the images still intact. Locating the rendering of the Night Fury, she proceeded to reimage the fin at the end of the tail.

Even though she was scared and confused about things she knew that dragon couldn't survive without flying. If winter hit and it was still there, the pond would freeze and it'd have to rely on her for survival or die from the weather conditions.

She couldn't allow that, not after it saved her life.

She blew away at the candles and took the book, sketchbook and pencil and placed them in her satchel before exiting the Great Hall into the storm.

...

With the winds violently blowing she ran as fast as she could to the forge, where she found a tinder box and with slight struggle lit the fire pit and a few candles closing as many doors as she could to prevent them from extinguishing.

Taking a large piece of paper she designed a fin from the measurements she had taken earlier, with metal rods as bones, turner levers as joints and spherical rounds with holders to act as connective tissue, and leather would replace the skin. With the design finalized she got to work.

She located an old damaged sword thrown into the junk pile and threw it over the hot coals, allowing the metal to glow bright red before taking it out and reshaping it into a rod then repeating the process over again. Once weapons used to kill dragons will breathe new life as it makes one fly again.

She took the nails from an old worn shield and tossed them into the fire waiting for them to burn crimson with heat then molding them into perfect spheres and several holding rings with a hammer. She weighted them, arranged them together and set them aside. Shields formerly the protection of man, wound now bond the dragon to its new fin.

A large dull axe she heated to become the turner levers.

She connected the rods to the levers and fastened the holders, turning it to test the fluidity of the device before connecting all the pieces together and fastening then with bolts and screws.

Hiccup walked into her study where she kept several gauges of leather, taking a large tan one, light but sturdy. She sewed the ends for a seamless look and stitched the garment with pockets to connect the bones and skin together to the fin.

Thoughtout the making of the fin, she never realized her body was shivering and wobbling. She simply pressed on until the job as complete. Looking over her handy work, she marveled at the piece before her. It was near lifelike, she just hoped it would fit and work.

Feeling drained, Hiccup killed the lights and the fire pit before taking the drawing and the fin to her study where she kept a blanket and furs to act as a bed whenever she worked on overnight projects in the forge. Her eyes felt heavy and her head was throbbing along with her heartbeat. She felt cold from the inside but her body was burning up. Hiccup shut her eyes as the loud rainstorm and thunder lulled her to sleep.
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_..._

The ships rocked up and down during the harsh storm. Stoick had to have the anchors dropped and the sails tied. He couldn't afford a night lost in search of the dragons but he couldn't risk the safety of his crew either. They waited the storm near a small island of stone.

Below deck, his crew made themselves comfortable with a small fire and passed around bread and cheese. All was quiet until Spitelout began conversation, "You know, I'm sure my boy will get the honor of killing his first dragon. He's a tough one that he is."

"Please, your son, I think my twins have a better shot at the win over your lad," Mrs. Thorston remarked taking a large bite from her bread.

Spitelout gave an amused chuckle, "The twins couldn't find their way out of an empty room, let alone take first in the arena."

"Let's be realistic here, if there is anyone taking the honor, it's Hofferson," one of the crewmen commented.

They all gave a nod of approval, "Right, I suppose Stoick's lad will take the victory."

Stoick gave a questionable glance to his crew, Aarne wasn't his 'lad' but he saw how they could say that. He practically molded him to be the best. Years of hand-to-hand combat and weapons training, if people hadn't known better they would have guessed he was his son. This proved to him what a lousy father he was to his own child, Hiccup.

"He's not my 'lad'. All the young ones will do their best to defend our village, it doesn't matter who places first or not. At the end of the day, we'll have more able Vikings to fight the cause," Stoick watched as the fire danced intricate mixtures of red and yellow.

"You're lucky, Stoick," Mrs. Thorston began, "you've got a child who can actually read and smiths like a master. If I had two of her instead of the twins, the house would be less of a disaster zone."

"Must be nice having a daughter worth her weight in gold. She's smart, a good cook, organized and she makes pretty much all the weapons and tools we use on a regular basis," one man said taking a swig of mead from his mug.

"You know, Stoick, my boy would make an excellent husband for Hiccup," Spitelout puffed up his chest. "He's a Jorgenson, best there is."

"My bet is on Aarne, the young man's perfect for her. With his strength and her brains they'd have the greatest Viking that could walk the earth. I'm sure you've thought about it too Stoick."

He mused over the idea for a while. The thought of marrying off his daughter was an inevitable fact. There wasn't a large variety of eligible bachelors her age in the village. Snotlout was too arrogant and self-centered. Fishlegs lacked fire in his soul. Tuffnut, well he wasn't the sharpest arrow in the quiver. But Aarne, Aarne was the epitome of what a Viking should be. He was tough, headstrong, and at the ready to defend.

At the end, he only wanted the best for Hiccup. He didn't want to treat her as a commodity to trade-off, she was his little girl and he wanted her to make that decision when the time was right. He knew she'd make the right choice.

"I think we should rest. At sign of first light, we set sail again." He killed the fire and they all went off to bed on the hard floor. Stoick wondered how Hiccup was doing in the arena. Was she faring well? He hoped so.

He closed his eyes and let the waves and rainfall rock him to sleep.

...

Gobber gave out a slow yawn, stretching out his old bones from bed. He had to get up early to start-up the maze for the next phase of dragon training. He wasn't too sure if most of them were even ready for the second class considering the majority failed to survive the last. All he could hope for was today brought better result because at the rate they were going, Berk would need more than new recruits to defend its shores.

He made his way down the stairs to the forge, all the doors and windows shut making the room look darker than it usually was. The fire pit while off still gave the faintest of heat signatures as he passed by and opened the window. The light was breaking into dawn, rain puddles splattered all around the plaza area. It was eerily silent, like a ghost town. He peered over the window onto the streets looking from side to side for any forms of life. He felt a hard tap to his skull. He gazed at a long wooden staff, embezzled with shells.

"Good morning to you too, Gothi. Fine day we're havin'.'" He rubbed his injury and looked at the elder, a blank expression on her face. She took the end of the staff and inscribed symbols on the soft soil, ancient text only a few could understand.

"Haha, good one! I'll need to remember that one for later! So, what can I do ya for?"

Sketching on the turf again, her ice blue eyes pieced Gobber as the markings were complete, "Oh, well in that case of course! Best keep a sharp eye, today's class is gonna be a doozy!"

Gothi gave a quick nod before heading off slowly.

With Gothi gone, Gobber made his way to open the front door when the sound of groaning captured his attention. He listened closely, following the noise to Hiccup's private study, the curtain covering it. "Hiccup?"

He drew the sheet and there, lying on the floor covered in several layers of furs, was Hiccup, curled into a tight ball shaking violently. He could barely see her face as the furs nearly engulfed her entire body, only leaving her brunette hair out in the open. Slowly he paced into the small room and bent over to her side. She sounded horrible, as if she was slowly being eaten from the inside. He gave her a firm tap and when she didn't respond, he shook her several times before she groaned in disapproval, stretching her body out from under the covers.

Her face, dusted with pink was covered in a thin-film of sweat and her eyes were watering small streams of tears. Her body felt worn and unbalanced, her vision hazy with her eardrums vibrating in a low humming tone. The clothes she had on were slightly dry but still lingered the feel of rain and sweat causing it to cling tightly to her body.

"Hiccup, are you feeling alright?" Gobber placed his palm to her forehead which as slightly warm. When he spoke it echoed multiple times before she managed to understand what he was saying.

"Huh, yeah, just a bit sore from yesterday. You know, the usual," she tried not to let the hoarseness of her voice escape not wanting to bother Gobber with her problems. She rubbed the sleep and tears from her eyes before convincing her body she needed to get up. Slowly she rose, a small dip in her footing but other than that she was good on her feet.

"You sure, you look a little sick?" He was using the word 'sick' lightly, she looked as if she was on the verge of death. He had never seen her this ill before. Sure, she would occasionally be riddled with colds, but this was different. She was nauseated.

"Sick? No, just a little cold. Nothing some fresh air can't fix up," she staggered to the table, heaving slowly. Her world was still spinning.

He watched as she pathetically tried to stay on her feet, her eyes unfocused and dazed. "Maybe you should sit out todays training, I want you in the arena at 100%."

She reached out for his arm as he was making his way out the room, "No, I have to go to training, I promised my dad. If he found out I sat out on a lesson because of a little cold, I'd never forgive myself. Please, Gobber, let me go. I need to show him I'm a Viking."

Her words pierced his heart. She didn't consider herself one of them. She was convinced she had to prove herself to her father even if it brought forth the death of her. Wanting to belong was more important to her than her own health. He had to admit, he admired her determination. But the thought of her in the ring like this troubled him. He took a deep sigh, "Alright, you can go, but I want you within eyes sight of me and stay out of the way."

He hated having to allow her to go but this was important to her. She may not want to kill dragons but she sure as heck wanting her father's love more than anything in the world. He wasn't going to stand in her way to achieve that dream.

She gave him a weak smile, "Thank you, Gobber, I will." She let his arm go and he made his way back into the forge and out to the arena to set up the lesson, leaving Hiccup alone in the study.

Still feeling in a state of vertigo, she managed to clear her mind a bit. She looked down at the fin she had made the night before. Gathering her thoughts, she scooped the prosthetic which seemed heavier than she remembered. Its weight pushing her back a few steps. Breathing heavily she regained her strength, "Come on Hiccup, get it together." She took an old extra-large leather document tube and to her luck, it held the fin perfectly.

With much effort she finally made her way out of the forge and to the plaza streets. Hiccup laid the strap of the tube on her shoulder before pacing her way to the fishing docks. Making her walk, the cool morning air had her shivering but she held it in trying to convince herself she was fine. She made it to the docks where she spotted some fishermen bringing in the daily catch.

"Mornin' Hiccup, fancy seeing you here so early", Mulch, the fisherman politely introduced.

"I didn't know this was a formal occasion?" his companion and fellow fisherman responded.

"No-no, it was an expression, Bucket."

"How was the catch today?" Hiccup asked stopping near the boat.

"Rather well actually," Mulch replied as he began to set the large baskets of fish on the docks. "Last night's storm really brought lots of the little fellas out, we even managed to catch an extra load." He pointed over to the side of the boat, a pile of fish of various sizes towered a few feet.

She took a look at one of the baskets and thought about the Night Fury at the cove. She had promised it more food after saving her life. Hiccup's mind trailed for a moment, _Is the Night Fury a girl or a boy?_ She wasn't too sure, she kept referring it as "it" or "Night Fury". She brushed the thought to the side as thinking caused her head to hurt.

"Do you think I could have a basket?"

They both shot her a look of confusion. "Well, sure Hiccup but why would you need a whole basket full of fish?" Mulch asked calmly.

She hadn't thought about it until just now. The Night Fury ate fish, but she didn't so of course it would seem strange if she wanted an entire basket full.

"Uh, well..." she tried to think of something fast as to not add more suspicion to the already odd situation, "you can never have enough pickled fish?"

"Mmm, pickled fish does sound good right about now," Bucket rubbed his stomach.

"It sure does, doesn't it. Here you go, Hiccup, one freshly caught basket of fish," Mulch handed her the basket. She wobbled slightly trying to balance it and her body. When she finally evened out, she pulled one strap of the basket to her free shoulder and made her way back to the village.

"Thanks, guys", she waved to them goodbye. Unknown to them her true intentions.

...

The walk to the cove seemed longer and more treacherous than any time before. She would stop every few meters to catch her breath or switch the basket strap over to a different shoulder otherwise her body would lean more to one side under its weight. Her vision would blur the colors of the trees together into one giant world of emeralds and taupes. Still she pressed forward, the sweat from her forehead burning her eyes as she blinked.

It took some effort, but she made it to the entrance of the cove. With the shield blocking her way in, she laid the basket to the ground and with nearly all her strength, pushed it under with her legs till it was far in enough for her to make her way in as well. Inside the cove, she returned the basket to her shoulder, slowly adventuring to the spot the Night Fury had saved her.

It had its back to the stone wall, still sound asleep. Its breathing steadily rising and dropping while making soft little chirps and purrs. "Hey...you," she wasn't too sure to call it "girl" or "guy" so for now "you" would have to make due. The Night Fury fidgeted till it rose its sleepy head turning to her and lifting its wings for a stretch.

"I brought breakfast," she lowered the basket. The weight pulling her down with it before she regained herself and straightened up and with one foot, lightly pressed it to its side revealing all the different fish. "I hope you're hungry."

The smell of seawater and fish made Hiccup's eyes water and her stomach churn violently. It didn't help that it produced a moist, slimy sound as it exited to the earth. With the lid to the basket closed, she hadn't smelt the contents but now with it out in the open, the stench had her back away a few steps, "Okay, that's disgusting."

The Night Fury prowled to the side marveling the buffet of fish before it. It hadn't expected her to arrive so early just to bring the promised food. It browsed at the contents deciding what to eat first. Slowly the dragon made its way towards the feast.

"Uh, got some salmon, some nice Icelandic cod," she kicked one closer to the pile, "and a whole Smoked eel."

It pressed its snout to the pile, the word 'eel' and the scent of its foul odor had it stiffen, growling at the slimy creature before it. Hiccup noticing the dragon's aggression bent over to the pile and reached for the eel, lifting it to its height to gauge its response.

_Whoa! Are you trying to get me sick!_ it hissed in disapproval as the horrid thing was raised to his level.

"No-no no-no, no!" seeing its reaction, she flinged the eel to the waters of the pool where it sank out of sight. "Okay."

She wiped the slime from her hand onto the corner of her fur vest, "Yeah, I don't really like eel much either."

With the eel gone, the Night Fury focused on the fish before it once again, her standing there silently for a while till she finally spoke, a salmon between its teeth. "Um, I wanted to apologize for yesterday," it turned its head to her slightly, a hint of curiosity and bewilderment. "It was rude of me to invade your personal space and I'm sorry."

...

He let her words sink in for a moment, _She's apologizing? For touching my tail?_ He wasn't too sure how to react. Sure she did violate his bubble, but to him it was more about his pride rather than seeing her actions as impolite. _Is this girl some kind of saint or something?_

"I wanted to make it up to you and show my gratitude for you saving my life. May I please be allowed to approach your tail?" She tugged at the tube strap over her shoulder. It didn't seem like a lethal weapon and he was sure she wasn't stupid enough to bring one again. He mused over it before giving a single nod.

She walked over to his tail, unpacking whatever was in the tube. He continued on with his breakfast, thankful this meal was larger than the last. He peered over to the side observing her as she fidgeted with a large brown piece of fabric connected to metal rods. She laid it flat near his tail and when she pushed it forward towards him, he moved his tail to the side. Before she could catch him glancing at her, he turned and stuffed a cod into his mouth as if minding his own business.

Again she pushed it forward to him and he pulled his tail back. He found it slightly amusing to see her face go wide-eyed by his actions; it was like a little game to him. Wanting to test the waters, he lifted his tail up close to her face. She gave out a cute gasp leaning back a bit, "It's okay." She tried to calm him by lowering his tail down not realizing her actions only made the game more interesting. He swayed his tail side to side watching as she struggled to keep balance and pressed onto his tail to keep it still, applying her knee to add extra support. Entertained by her efforts he leaned forward, her body sliding to the ground as she released a groan of annoyance.

She lifted herself up and firmly sat on his tail, quickly strapping on the odd contraction to him. With her back to him, the game wasn't fun anymore as he couldn't see her reaction to his taunting. So with the game over he continued with his meal, scarfing down the sweet morsels one after another. He felt her lean onto his tail, adjusting the thing by the end of his good fin. Like yesterday, he gave a wriggle to the good one before realizing what she was up to.

_She made me a fin?_ his wings slumped to the ground, his expression dropping. He saved her life and to repay him she took the time to design him an artificial fin. He thought back to the previous day when she had touched his tail, _Was she trying to see what she needed to fix up?_ A shot of guilt came to mind, she was only trying to help him and he pushed her away. _Maybe there's more to this girl than meets the eye._

He let the excitement of flying again cloud his mind as he spread his wings out, her still marveling at her achievement, "Okay, it's not too bad, now just to see if it works."

Before she could consider it, he dove forward and took to the air, her body clinging to his tail from the shock of being pulled along. He flapped his wings strongly, her screaming hoarsely protesting that he let her down.

...

She could feel her head throbbing and her stomach bouncing around inside of her. She felt like vomiting but she could hardly force herself to think straight. During a moment of clarity, she saw that the fin was closed shut, the air pressure forcing it down. She heard the sound of the Night Fury's cry, it was falling back to the ground.

Heading straight for the hard earth, Hiccup began tugging at the fin, trying with all her might to release it. With every ounce of strength she had, it flipped open at the last possible second and with it open the Night Fury scooped itself towards the heavens at fast speeds with no restraint.

"Oh my, it's working, now please put me down!" She felt the cool air get to her and her body felt weak closing her eyes to the experience. She felt she couldn't possibly have the strength to hold on much longer as her hands and legs started to loosen around the dragon's tail.

...

The Night Fury, looked to his tail at the girl behind him, a clear grin on his face noticing her body clinging on to his being for dear life. She was beginning to lose her balance and was muttering silent pleas of mercy. As much as he loved being back in the air, the taste of freedom so close, he couldn't have her trailing behind him. He gave a grouchy huff before looping back down to the cove, a bit slower this time.

He landed softly, her body still wrapped around his tail. She looked frightened, a veil of sweat covering her entire body. He lowered his tail gently to the ground. When she came back to, she loosened herself completely and allowed her body to lay flat to the cool sweet dirt.

With her off, he proceeded to take off, only to glide back down to the earth. He turned to look at his new fin, the contraption closed and unmoved. He faced her from the far distance, she had regained slight composer and stared at his failed attempt to fly.

He watched as she brought her arm to the bottom of her chin, thinking profoundly before she let out a sudden burst of energy, "Muscle! Of course...bones and skin is needed but without muscle you can't move! You need more muscle, girl!"

He froze before glaring at her wildly and racing towards her. He gave a hearty growl of disapproval to her comment.

...

Hiccup panicked as she gazed upon the Night Fury coming after her. Too tired and fatigued to scramble away, she backed herself to a nearby boulder.

_Think Hiccup, think, what could you have possibly said to trigger her,_' she paused in thought and realized where she went wrong. The Night Fury hovering over her, a clear expression of irritation plastered onto its face.

"You're a boy?"

_What else would I be, a girl!_

Her mind jittered trying to think of something to say to calm him down, running on her last amount of reserved energy she could muster. "I-I mean, of course you're a male dragon. Such broad shoulders and muscular physique... I'm intimidated by your sheer amount of masculinity and power, ha-ha."

He stared at her for a while, allowing her attempt to soothe him take effect. He seemed to let it pass, calming his demeanor and backing away from her body. She let out a sigh of relief before hearing the awful sound of his gagging, proceeding to present her with yet another pre-eaten fish carcass. This time the head end.

She cringed at it, her stomach telling her not to even think about it, but she knew he wouldn't go away unless she took a bite. Taking a deep gulp, she raised the fish up, her arms and hand trembling with disgust. It felt like the fish was staring straight at her as she took a much smaller bite than the first. Her tongue pushed it away, not wanting anything to do with it as she could feel each hard scales brush against the roof of her mouth and the foul flavor glide inside. Hiccup's face turned blue from the lack of breathing and torture she was putting herself through in order to please a dragon.

She swallowed hard trying to force it down her throat only to have it trail down slowly, covering her esophagus with still warm raw fish and dragon spit. Her body curled into a tight ball, her stomach in so much pain. Tears began to stream down to the bottom of her face.

The Night Fury calmly witnessed her odd behavior, only when seeing the tears rolling down her face did he feel concern. He leaned in closely, _Hey, you alright?_

When Hiccup saw him move closer she panicked. She didn't want to get him sick from her cold or feel insulted by her strange behavior, "No, stay back! Please..." He did as asked, confusion riddled his face.

Taking deep breaths, Hiccup forced herself up, her arms around her waist. "I'm alright. I have to go now. I'll bring you back some more fish for later." The thought of fish made her dizzy as she wobbled her way to the basket and tube before walking to the exit feebly. He watched her leave, befuddled by what just went down. She tossed the empty basket over the shield, crawled under and disappeared.

His ears drooped, he was beginning to have a bit of fun with her, something he could have never dreamed a human and a dragon could do together. They were the enemy. One of the few creatures in the world who dared to challenge them, but here he was getting to know one. How vulnerable and frail they could be as well as kind and forgiving.

_Something was off about her today...I hope she's right and is fine. It'd be a shame if something happened to her before she fixes my fin,_ he tried to persuade himself he wasn't growing fond of her and scorched the ground in a circle before laying on top of it and taking a closer look at his new fin.

_She has to be alright._
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...

Walking home, Hiccup could hardly handle the war occurring inside of her. Her head was pounding, her eyes watery and blurred, mouth dry, throat sore, her stomach twisting abnormally, her legs heavy and wobbly, her muscles quivering as if on ice but her skin on fire; overall she felt diseased.

Her breath vibrated from steady inhales and exhales to the chattering of teeth and ridged gasps for air. She was certain that at any moment she'd collapse and never awaken, lucky for her she managed to journey to the back door of the Haddock home entering with difficulty.

Inside, she dropped the empty basket and tube which felt heavier despite both containing nothing but weightless air. She leaned against the door, wheezing weakly, "Gotta get ready for training."

Struggling to prop herself forward, she reached out for the nearby cabinets, guiding her steps along the edge of the lower shelves, snailing her way to the staircase. Inching her way, a small basket of pears and figs caught her attention. Despite her insides in pain, she was starving for something to eat and reboot her energy. Taking a pear, she bit into the firm fresh fruit, savoring the mild sweetness and juice rehydrating her tongue and throat. She slowly managed two and three over-ripened figs, their soft flesh making it easy for her to chew and swallow.

She felt slightly energized, the pain in the pit of her stomach calming to a tolerable sting. With her body fueled a bit, she lifted herself before making her way up the stairs careful not to lose balance with each level adventured. When she set foot on the last step and onto the floor to her room, the clothing on her body was slowly removed before putting them in the laundry basket and her satchel placed on the desk.

Entering the bathroom, she emptied the day old bath water and started anew. With the water filling the tub, she added a few droplets of water mint oil to relax her body. Once the tub was filled and the minty aroma calmed her mind, she climbed into the tub and soaked for a while before submerging to wet her hair. Hair wet, she reached for the sweet grass cleanser and massaged it onto her scalp, massaging the rest on her body, clearing away all the sweat from her skin.

While bathing herself, she thought about the fin, _It fit perfect, but it didn't move on it's own. I'm gonna need to figure out how to mimic the movement of muscles before he gets anywhere..._ She touched her calve, flexing the muscles and observing how it would relax and tighten, "Is it the same for dragons?"

She hadn't read anything in the book about fins or wings, let alone the mechanics that went into a dragons flight. Only page after page of various ways to kill or be killed by them. She felt the authors of the book were looking at the dragons in one perspective while she was in another.

"I wonder who started it all?" She was curious as to the first to document them. Maybe she'd ask Gobber later as he did loan them the book. Which reminder her she still carried it with her in her satchel.

Submerging herself once more to wash away the cleanser, she rose and exited the tub more relaxed but still sick overall. She dried her body and hair, dressed, reclaimed her satchel and looked to the split axe on the desk. Grabbing the metal piece, she removed the splintered wooden handle and took it with her downstairs. Down the steps she rummaged over a pile of wooden handles she kept in case of weapon restoration, considering her father was known to go through them like candy. Finding a suitable size, she fitted the handle to the metal piece and tightened it together good as new.

Axe now restored, she made her way out the door to the arena, hoping her condition didn't hinder herself any further.

...

When Hiccup entered the arena, tall wooden walls mazed the grounds. The others were already there, marveling at the various pathways and ends tunneling the maze.

"Hope you all enjoy this lesson, cause it was a pain setting this up," Gobber called from behind them. He was leaning overhead, looking down on the arena from the metal cage. "Monitoring the lesson today is Gothi, it's her job to choose the winner at the end of training, so don't disappoint."

The trainees gave an eager nod, Hiccup merely walking towards the shield rack, taking one with a red and white pin wheel pattern. Behind her, Aarne reached for an elaborately designed shield of greens, reds, and blues in spiral patterns.

He leaned in closer to her, "Hey."

"Uh, hello," her voice as still hoarse but managed to conceal it from him.

"Read the book?" he asked, trying to make decent small talk.

"Yeah, it was... interesting to say the least."

Gobber searched for Hiccup, who was at the shield rack with Aarne. He was glad they were still on speaking terms and managed to learn something from the first day of training, being the only two with shields. _That's it Aarne, take it slow with her,_ he chuckled under his breath.

"Alright, take your shields people. Second day of training and already forgetting the basics!" With that said, the others zig-zagged out of the labyrinth to the rack and placed a shield on their forearms.

"Today's lesson is about Attack!" As he finished he pulled a lever near him, causing chains to release from one of the dragon cells. With the door unlocked, a blue Deadly Nadder stormed out. Wailing as it perched atop the high walls, spotting the teens from the side of its bright yellow eye. In its sights, the Nadder leaped over to the teens giving a bright blast of white fire. The shot blasted onto Hiccup's freshly fixed axe, scorching off the metal piece from the handle leaving a pointed wooden stake.

"Oh, come on, I just fixed this," she huffed in annoyance.

She dratted into the maze, taking left and right turns in an attempt to lose the Nadder whose focus was on the other teens entering the pathways, sometimes bumping into each other or crossing dead ends.

"Nadders are quick, and light on their feet. Your job is to be quicker and lighter," Gobber watched as the young Vikings made twist and turns aiming to lose the Nadder with most failing to maintain speed to out run it. Hiccup, despite being ill, swiftly evaded the beast, running past Gobber. "Hiccup!" She looked up to him, "Stay. Put. There." She gave him a blank stare, her eyes slightly hazed from the brief run and splurge of energy. "You know what I mean." Reluctantly, she stopped and placed herself directly in front of him near the side of a wall.

The Nadder hopping from edge to edge, retracted its poison spikes and taking aim at Fishlegs, running as he held his shield over his body, protecting himself from the sharp projectiles. "AAHOOHHH! I'm really beginning to question your teaching methods!" He looked over to Gobber who had a less than entertained look on his face.

"Look for its blind spot. Every dragon has one. Find it, hide in it and strike."

Turning a corner, the twins came into contact with the Nadder, luckily, caught in its blind spot. Leaning back, Tuffnut pressed his long blonde hair towards Ruffnut's face who breathed in the foul stench of his body, "Owh, do you ever bath?"

"If you don't like it, then get your own blind spot," he pushed her back while still trying to stay out of the dragons sight, irritating her in the process. They butt heads aggressively.

"How 'bout I give you one!"

Hearing the sound of their argument, the Nadder spots them and inhales a quick breath before sparking fireworks from its mouth. Ruffnut reached out for her brother's arm and pulled him out of the dragon's line of fire, both running off from the Nadder.

"Blind spot yes, deaf spot, not so much. Hehehe."

Hiccup, wanting to know more about the Book of Dragons sighed, "Um, Gobber, about the Dragon Manual, do you know who started it all, you know, documenting them and stuff?"

"Ah, now there is a fine question," he beamed with delight. The Nadder and other teens becoming a bore to him and he knew Gothi was keeping her eyes on the action. "It was Bork the Bold, my great-great-great grandfather. Fact of the matter is, Bork and dragons didn't seem to mix. He used to say, 'If you see a dragon, 'kill on sight'," She now understood why a bulk of the dragon pages in the book ended with the exact phrase.

"So he wrote the entire book based off of observation?"

"Not the entire book, just a good chunk of it. As the years passed, my ancestors filled in the pages to continue his legacy so that generations of Vikings could come and learn to defend themselves from the beast."

"Did Bork ever mention anything on how dragons fly or how their fins or tails worked?"

"Come to think of it," he scratched the bottom of his chin, "he never did. Bork's main focus was to kill and classify."

"So uh, hypothetically; How would one you know, mimic the flight movements of a dragons fin?"

Gobber paused for a moment. It was an interesting question. "Well if we're being hypothetical, to mimic the movement of a fin it would require to study one up close. It's all about fluid motions."

Hiccup took his words into consideration, wanting to ask more but was cut off from the sound of Aarne's voice in a low whisper behind her. "Hiccup!" he motioning his arm to the floor. "Down."

She looked over to Gobber who gave her a nod to proceed. She crouched down near Snotlout who was besides Aarne glancing over the corner. He spotted the Nadder scoping the area in search for the young Vikings. He knew they needed to get to the other side while evading its sights. Exhaling lowly, he tumbled swiftly to the adjacent wall, unnoticed by the Nadder with Snotlout following on rhythm.

Hiccup, still weak attempted to reflect their actions. Her muscles went limp as she rolled down, the weight of the shield preventing her from completing the full gesture. She laid flat on the ground giving a soft moan of fatigue which the Nadder picked up on and crept towards her still body.

Aarne, seeing Hiccup flat on the ground, lunged forward to defend her. He raised his axe to strike the dragon when Snotlout gave him a hard shove, "Don't worry, bro, I'll take care of this." He launched his mace in the direction of the Nadder, missing the target horribly as it bounced off the corner of a wooden beam. A mocking cackle from the Nadder reassuring his fault. With the boys minding the dragon, they failed to notice Hiccup regain herself before running back to Gobber's side.

Snotlout glanced over to Aarne, a clear look of annoyance and irritation in his blue glare, "The sun was in my eyes Aarne!" He pointed to a grey cloudy sky, no shimmer of sunlight to be found. A fireblast followed causing both to retreat down the long pathway, with the Nader hot on their trail.

"What do you want me to do, block out the sun!? I could do that, but I don't have time right now." He turned to an opening, leaving the Nadder to follow Aarne as he quickly circled the pathway, spotting Hiccup standing still by the maze and stone wall having a conversation with Gobber.

_Is she really having a one on one with Gobber now!_ he ran past her, turning sharply. His body skid low, his shield sparked the ground before regaining himself. The Nadder close behind, looked over to Hiccup, who was defenseless and unthreatening to it; ignored her and chased after Aarne bumping into the wooden wall knocking it over causing a domino effect on several of the nearby structures.

The others fled from the falling walls, running and bumping past Hiccup, "Has the book ever been wrong about certain types of dragons like their behaviors or mannerisms?"

Focused on her questions, Gobber nearly failed to notice the tumbling walls and chaos inside the arena before he spotted Aarne jump climb the corners of one of the falling walls leaping into the air, the Nadder snapping at his heels.

Spotting the pathway leading to Hiccup, Gobber roared out to her, "HICCUP!"

Aarne's air dive landed him on a thin beam, trying to balance himself out, only to have the Nadder collide onto the wall, knocking him off and onto the closest object nearby.

His target, "HICCUP!"

She turned over to see Aarne fall from a top. Her body leaned back but her muscles gave weight, dropping her to the ground before Aarne's weight landed onto her hardly. His axe was tightly wedged between her shield, luckily missing her arm. Their legs were twisted together in a compromising position, his long hair escaping his braid and falling onto her face, blinding her to fields of gold.

Aarne, slightly dazed, lifted his arm and firmly placed it onto Hiccup's stomach trying to get up. His action caused the sting in her belly to return to sharp pains, burning inside her.

"Ooo, love on the battlefield," Ruffnut cooed from behind a fallen wall.

"She can do better," her brother stared as Aarne's larger body was pressed onto Hiccup's small one.

"Let me," she tried to calm him, the pain inside her bubbling. "Why don't you..."

Before she could finish, Aarne unawaringly lunge his hand to her face covering her nose and mouth. She struggled weakly to fight for breath, his hands pressing down on her lips and cheeks leaving visible purple bruising. She lifted her leg trying to release herself from his grip, accidentally brushing it alongside his crotch. The tingle from her touch caused him to let out a low growl in arousal, but registered to Hiccup as aggression. She froze, scared of what was yet to come, still unable to breathe.

Trying to reposition himself up, Aarne moved his hand away from her face, which she was grateful for before she felt the vice-like grip of his palm onto her breast. Her eyes widened, red tingeing her face from shame, her head clouding with dizziness from the overall trauma.

Everyone gasps witnessing the event, only Aarne unaware of his own actions. From the corner of the arena, the Nadder emerged from the rubble, spotting the two and racing towards them. Aarne lifted his head and saw the dragon heading straight for them causing him to squeeze tighter onto Hiccup's already sore breast for leverage. He could hear Hiccup's cry of distress beneath him.

"Please stop it, Aarne. Stop it," she weakly tried to convince him to release her, her voice cracking and becoming sore with every passing word.

Thinking her pleas to stop were directed towards him stopping the dragon, he pulled onto his axe, still lodged within her red shield. She sounded terrified, he needed to prevent this beast from harming her.

He lifted his legs and got up, trying to yank the axe from the wood several times unsuccessfully as it was tightly wedged; the repeated action of pulling at her shielded arm bounced her upper body up and down, her head colliding with the hard stone floor. Her mind was turning off as the colors of the world faded into greys and whites.

The Nadder was quickly closing in on the gap between them, Aarne hastily placed his foot onto Hiccup's neck and pulled the shield off her arm with the axe connected to it. The exposed blade on the opposite side of the shield cut deeply into her flesh, leaving a thick line of blood and torn skin. She couldn't breathe again, her windpipe pressed on hardly. She could feel the trickling of hot liquid running down her arm, her body too in shock to feel the pain.

With the shield freed and the Nadder right besides him, he swung at it harshly. The wood shattering into small pieces. Pained, the Nadder squealed before limping away from Aarne and his sweet grass blood covered blade.

The arena was silent. The only sound came from Aarne as he huffed air in and out of his lungs. Everyone stared at his back before gazing over to Hiccup, curling into a tight ball, a pool of bright red blood escaping her open wound.

The lesson had gone violent quickly.

Aarne's mind began to clear from the fog. He remembered running from the Nadder and Hiccup crying for help. _If she would have been paying attention to the lesson, and not talking with Gobber, she would have probably not been in the way._ He was angry. This wasn't a game, this was war preparation and she either needed to step up or leave. He turned and vented out his rage on the shivering girl beneath him.

"Is this some kind of a joke to you?! Our people's war is about to become ours. Figure out which side you're on!" His voiced echoed off the stone, making them seem louder. He pointed his axe towards her and finally noticed what he had done.

She was covered in blood, quivering in a fetal position. Her eyes shut and barely breathing, face red and covered in thick droplets of sweat.

It was Fishlegs who ran over to her side and placed his hand to her forehead softly, "Gobber, she's burning up."

Gobber was in shock, he could have never guessed letting her participate would have led to this. He regained his composer, "Fishlegs, Ruffnut, go with Gothi and take Hiccup, she needs immediate medical attention! NOW!"

Both nodded, Ruffnut ran to her side as Fishlegs carefully scooped Hiccup's frail body, quickly heading out the arena gate with Gothi meeting them by the exit to take her to her hut. Leaving Tuffnut, Snotlout and Aarne in the arena, quiet enveloped the air as Gobber made his way down and into the arena to have a little discussion...

...

Gobber was holding in his temper, rubbing his fingertips over the bridge of his unibrow, "I'll ask you all once: What was the lesson for today's training?"

They were all silent till Snotlout answered, "Attack?"

"Very good, now who were you all supposed to attack?" he asked in a slightly cheerful tone.

"Uh, the dragon?" Tuffnut replied.

"Correct, the dragon," he smiled before unleashing all his fury onto them. "THEN WHY IN ODIN'S NAME WERE YOU ATTACKING EACH OTHER!"

Snotlout and Tuffnut flinched from the sudden outburst, Aarne still disturbed by the image of Hiccup's bleeding form in his head to move.

"Tuffnut! In battle, you can't afford to let a petty banter of words cloud your mind! You would have been dead if not for Ruff pulling you out of the way. Snotlout! Your pride is your greatest weakness! You can't go show boating off in the field. Aarne!" His expression soften slightly as he saw the look of self-loathing in his eyes. He was truly broken up about this despite his stone exterior. He walked over to him and placed his palm over his shoulder pad, "Sometimes the one thing we forget to do in battle is keep track of our surrounding and our actions can lead to the harm of the ones we care for the most."

Gobber took back his hand and started walking out the gate, "I want the three of you to clean up this mess. Take the rest of the afternoon to think about your actions. At night, we meet at the watch tower. I'm going to go check on Hiccup."

The trio stood still for a while before gathering the ends of the wood walls and putting them away. The Nadder still out, all Aarne had to do was look at it and it raced back into its cage, cowering in the corner.

A_m I so threatening that I scare a Nadder into submission?_

With the cage door locked and the rubble cleared from the arena, the only thing behind being the large mass of dried blood on the stone turning a reddish-brown. They got several buckets filling them with water and grabbing brushes from the entrance and began cleaning the stain from the floor.

"Hey Aarne, was it worth it?" Tuffnut asked taking a brush to the stain.

"What?"

"Getting a feel of Hiccup's chest."

Aarne stopped scrubbing, frozen. The only thing he felt now was internal hate for putting her in so much pain. "I don't want to talk about it."

"If it were me," Snotlout remarked. "I would have grabbed the both of 'em."

"Isn't she like, your cousin?" Tuffnut questioned.

"So, like you wouldn't do the same."

Both ensued in laughter. The wrath in Aarne brewing before he couldn't hold any more of their sexist comments towards Hiccup and processed to beat at the both of them, leaving more blood to clean up.

...

Ruffnut, Fishlegs and Gothi raced to her elevated hut, careful not to harm Hiccup any further.

Ruffnut glanced over to Hiccup's bruised face. She couldn't believe how patient Hiccup was with others. If it had been her in her shoes, she would have beaten Aarne to a pulp, but Hiccup was a gentler creature. Growing up with a brother, Ruffnut couldn't afford to not be rough and tumble. She needed to let people know she wasn't to be pushed around. Of course, there were times when she wished she could let her guard down and just be girlish every now and then.

Hiccup was the only other girl in her age group and despite the fact she and her brother would pick on her, she wanted to be a little like her. More tolerant of others and not quick-tempered like she usually was.

Hiccup hadn't yelled or screamed when she was groped or cut and from the extent of her injuries, she knew she was in pain. "She's a lot stronger than she makes out to be," she said. Fishlegs the only one paying attention to what she had said.

"Yeah, she really is."

Fishlegs looked down to Hiccup, cradling her small body in his arms. She felt cold and limp, almost lifeless.

He had always admired how brilliant she was in things trivial and mechanical. She wasn't afraid to show her intelligence and share her knowledge with others when asked. Even when her opinions were different from others, she stood by them and defended them firmly. He was usually too scared to share his words with others, fearing he'd be mocked or judged for his thoughts. He wished he could be more confident with his mind like Hiccup was. She was a philosopher, not a fighter, and to her that was perfectly alright.

When they reached Gothi's hut, Hiccup was groaning slightly, the shock fading from her unconscious body. Gothi pointed to a table as she opened the front door where Fishlegs hastily laid Hiccup down gently. He backed off as Gothi examined Hiccup's injuries. Her house was decorated with various bones and jars of fresh and dried herbs covered the shelves with a fire roaring in the back of the hut.

"I heard Gothi can tell you when you're about to die just by looking at your fingernails," Fishlegs said hiding his nails and hands behind his back.

"Ah, that's just an old wives tale, she looks at your tongue," Ruffnut corrected. Fishlegs quickly retracting his tongue further into his mouth and slapping it shut.

Gothi, opening Hiccup's mouth and examining her tongue, noticed the dryness and redness from her throat. She then forced one eye open and saw the redness and teariness. Checking her pulse and wound, she went to work knowing exactly what to do.

Gothi placed a medium-sized caldron over the fire with water to heat up. She took a handful of figwort and mashed them with a white stone mortar and pestle, making a thick green poultice which she smeared carefully over the long cut on her forearm and hand. Hiccup's arm pain was slowly relieving as the cool pulp soothed her wound.

Cleaning out the mortar and pestle, Gothi went over to several jars and put black mustard seeds, mistletoe leaves and a small amount of honey into the mortar. She went over to the pot of water which was simmering and took a small amount with a long wooden ladle and poured it over the mixture before grinding it into a brownish-yellow paste. With the paste complete, she spooned the mixture onto her hand, opened Hiccup's mouth and shoved the paste down her throat. The concoction made its way to her stomach where it battled the pain inside and began forcing it out. Gothi tilted Hiccup's head to the side when she began to furiously cough, and after several strong gagging sounds expelled two pieces of partially digested fish.

"Ugh, is that fish?" Ruffnut questioned as she stared at them on the floor.

"Weird, Hiccup doesn't eat fish. How'd it end up inside her?"

Hiccup's stomach calmed back to normal, the pain completely gone only leaving it a bit upset. Gothi went over to examine the pieces of expelled matter. The fleshy side was partially eaten away at, while the scaly ends were intake covered by a clear film of watery saliva. The film was different from humans, but she didn't let it dwell on her for too long as she still had somethings to do before Hiccup was fully healed.

She went over to a top shelve via step-ladder and took several containers and some pieces of dried herbs. In a bowl, she added fresh elderberries, dried feverfew, horehound leaves, fresh lemon balm, a piece of marshmallow root, dried chamomile, peppermint leaves and dried skullcap flowers. She went back to the water and took it off the fire and taking a ladle full of the hot liquid, placing it in the bowl for the mixture to brew.

With the tea steeped, she scribbled symbols on a patch of clear sand.

Fishlegs translated, "She wants you to help her bandage Hiccup."

Ruffnut stepped forward next to her still form. She slowly lifted up her shirt to examine the markings on her breast, Fishlegs turned away to the corner.

The area was darkened with the prints of Aarne's fingertips. It caused her to flinch imagining the pain she must have felt. Gothi handed her a long silk gauze, another in her palm. Ruffnut wrapped the fabric around her chest while Gothi bandaged her neck, a purplish blue print where Aarne's boot had held her down. The bandaging complete, Gothi nodded to Ruffnut who walked away and Fishlegs returned by her side.

The tea finished steeping, Gothi poured the dark red liquid into a small guksi cup and brought it to Hiccup's side. She carefully lifted Hiccup's head and allowed the hot liquid to flow down her throat, warming her from the inside. Her body was beginning to feel better and her head wasn't hurting as much as before. She finally relaxed and despite being unconscious the whole time, finally dozed into a relaxing sleep.

Hiccup's breathing began to grow steadily, her color returning to her. With a cloth, Gothi dunked it into the hot water, wringed it slightly and cleaned up the dried blood from her arm and hand, the fabric to her long-sleeved shirt torn.

Entering the front door, Gobber looked to see Hiccup lying on the long wooden table. She looked better, but she was bandaged up and blue markings laced her mouth and cheeks. He walked over and lightly traced his hand over her sleeping face. She wanted so badly to be like them, to be accepted and love by her father and this is what she got in return. He regretted ever suggesting to Stoick that she be put into training. Seeing firsthand the damage her body could endure and the lengths she'd go to fit in, he didn't want to see her hurt again. Even though he didn't want to be labeled as a second father to her, he couldn't help but feel that way towards her. She was too precious to him, like his own child, and he couldn't see her harmed like this again. What made it worse was he couldn't blame Aarne alone for her harm, he had as much a part in it was well. Aarne was trying to protect her, but resulted in bruising and cutting her; and he let her into the arena, knowing she was ill and couldn't defend herself in her state.

Gobber slowly lifted Hiccup off the table. "I'll take her home. Thank you all."

He limped out the door and made his way down the tower to the street and finally to Hiccup's house where he opened the door, walked her up the stairs, tucked her into her furs and kissed her forehead before leaving feeling he had failed her as a mentor.

...

Hiccup dreamed about the clouds. How close they were to her and the cool air blowing onto her face. She felt freed. Like nothing in the world mattered and she didn't have to prove herself because she knew she was important and loved. She wasn't alone though, right besides her was the Night Fury. He was gliding in the air, cutting clouds like an arrow with swift movements and fast speeds. She wasn't afraid.

She looked down and under her was the dragon. She was riding a dragon. The Night Fury. It was a surreal experience.

Flying by her was the Dragon Manual. She reached out for it and opened its pages. All the words in the book read 'Kill on Sight. Kill on Sight. Kill on Sight', all written in bright red blood. The bloody ink spread over till the entire page was covered in blood. Soon the book was leaking red warm liquid that kept gushing out like a waterfall. Her hands, arms, legs, her entire body was covered in blood. She looked out to the once cloudy bright sky, now dark and thunderous.

She saw a figure looming in the clouds, an axe in its hand, "Figure out which side you're on!"

The Night Fury was on one side of the clouds the figure on the other.

"What side am I on?"


	10. Chapter 10
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...

Hiccup's eyes batted several times before completely widening to the sight of the covered skylight, traces of bright light haloing the edges. She was home, covered by her crisp furs. Slowly, she lifted herself; a sting to her left arm prevented her from putting much pressure to it. She pulled the covers away with her right hand and saw the long cut along her forearm to the gap between her thumb and fingers, a dried layer of green plaster cementing the wound shut. Testing out her movement she tried to flex her fingers.

With a struggle at first, she managed to regain feeling to them grateful the injury hadn't rendered her left arm motionless. She was able to lift it, numb from the lack of blood circulation but once she started moving it the numbness turned into a heavy weight before returning to normal. The sleeve from her shirt ripped open, the fabric dyed brownish, drooping down. She felt relieved she only had a cut and not her arm amputated off. The thought of losing any part of her body was something she hoped she never had to experience.

Strength returning to her, she lifted herself out of bed. From the open window in her bathroom, she could see that the sun was shining brightly, appearing a few hours after noon. She took off her torn shirt, seeing the bandages wrapped around her chest and feeling the one circling her neck. Her fingers touched the dressing to her neck, a sharp pain to the area. She began to remember what had happened in the arena.

She felt humiliated by what had transpired. She had only want to learn more about dragons, maybe find a way to understand them better. Instead, she was yelled at by the one person who could do no wrong, Aarne. She didn't know what hurt more: him touching her, leaving her battered and scarred, or that he ridiculed her. She had felt maybe over the years' they were making slight progress in becoming friends, despite her bitter jealousy over his relationship with her father. Now she knew where she stood in the picture.

She wasn't in it. Aarne and her father were one in the same; they both wanted her to conform to a certain standard of Viking which she couldn't do against all her efforts. The only thing on Aarne's mind was being the best, always in the spotlight so her father could see him, leaving her in the dark.

All she ever wanted was to impress her father, to show him what kind of Viking she could be. But she couldn't. She wasn't the best, or the strongest, not even the bravest. She was only a failure.

_Gobber was right, I only brought myself pain by trying to compare myself to Aarne and win my father's heart. There's no point in it anymore. I've lost my will to fight,_ she could feel the hot tears cascading down her bruised cheeks. This was what hurt the most, giving up. All those years of working hard and being the best daughter she could be, meant nothing to her anymore. She no longer felt sick, she felt broken.

Slowly, she undid the wrap around her chest, gazing at the purple markings on her pale skin then doing the same to the one on her neck. She walking into the bathroom and gazed onto her reflection in the pool of water. She was a mess, covered in her own dried blood. Taking off the rest of her clothing she placed herself into the warm water, leaving her injured arm out as to not remove the cast till later. She watched as the clear waters turned red as the blood washed off her skin. Splashing water onto her face, her tears mixed with the sanguine colored water before she pulled the drain and sat there as the red tinted liquid disappeared.

Her body was clean now, but she still felt like dirt on the inside. Lifting herself, she refilled the tub with fresh water. She took hold of the sweet grass cleanser and poured a fair amount of the greenish liquid into the clear pool. Tracing her fingers over her body she washed the blood smell off her flesh. Finishing her second bath, she stepped out and gently dried her form of the excess moisture. Dried, she walked to her room gathering her worn articles, redressed her injuries and selected a clean set of clothing. She didn't feel so sad anymore, only hollow. Hiccup made her way downstairs to try to fill her hollowness with a meal.

She prepared herself a hearty bowl of rutabaga and Brussels sprout spiced stew, honey glazed herbed carrots and the remaining figs from the morning with toasted pine nut. It was the first real meal she had since her father left the morning before and her stomach thanked her for it. When she was done eating, she washed the dishes and focused on her torn bloody stained clothes on the table. She took a needle and thread and began stitching the sleeve back together before taking it to wash and dry outside on a clothing line.

When she stepped back into the house, she noticed the empty fish basket and leather tube. She wondered how the Night Fury was faring and if he was beginning to get hungry. Taking the basket, she took it over to the front door, climbing the steps to her room to grab her satchel and returned downstairs, grabbing the needle and thread in case the fin had tore and dropped it into her satchel before taking the basket and walking out the front door.

...

He hadn't done much since she left. He spent a good part of the morning staring at his new fin, a bit of it napping while the whole time thinking about her. Even if she claimed to be alright, he knew she was hiding something from him. She seemed weaker and more defenseless than the previous times she was with him, even more so than when she had fainted in front of him. He couldn't understand why he was so concerned over her well-being. She was a Viking, not really a typical one, but a Viking nonetheless. He should resent her, strike fear into her heart. She was the enemy. And yet, he couldn't. Maybe it was because she smelt sweet, fed him, made him a fin or the way she smiled brightly at him? That smile. His insides bubbled up when he imagined her smiling face, it was adorable.

The sound of a mother sparrow singing caught his attention. She bounced excitingly on her nest high on a bare branch before fluttering away elsewhere, _Man, what I would give to fly again._

He remembered he was so thrilled at the prospect of being in the clouds again. Dragging the girl along with him, possibly scaring the life right out of her, that he forgot to give her the shell halves as a 'thank you' gift.

He was curled right beside them, _I'll remember the next time she comes around._ A small grin formed on his face. He wasn't sure if it was the thought that she might bring more food or that she'd be there that make him so warm on the inside. Not wanting to overthink things, he closed his eyes and napped again till the sun was high in the sky.

It was a little after that he heard the sound of something heavy fall to the ground that his eyes widened and there she was, a basket full of fish with her body turned away from him. He rose and curiously crept closer to her as she made her way towards him. The first thing he noticed were the bruises to her delicate face along with the white fabric around her neck. Her smile was slightly forced and her eyes didn't have the same shine to them as before. His pupils dilated wide to her approaching form.

"Hey, big guy, I brought you some more fish. No eels this time, I promise."

_Forget the eels! What happened to you? You said you'd be fine, but you're clearly not._

He knew all she could hear was his grumbling, but he made sure she knew what he meant by staring directly at the injuries.

"Oh," she traced her hand to her neck. He could see a long cut on her hand making its way into her sleeve, "This...it's nothing, I'll be alright."

He raised his brow in suspicion as she lowered the basket and laid the fish in front of him. Like she had said, no eel. He brought a salmon to his mouth and presented it to her whole. She widened her eyes, her expression dropped to the ground as she hesitated, "I can't."

He tilted his head in confusion.

"I don't eat meat...I'm very sorry," she gave a deep bow before walking to a boulder on the far side of the cove. Sitting with her head low as she started disturbing the earth with a stick.

_She doesn't eat meat?_ he thought back to when he had first met her and how she had gathered plants and to the garden she kept here. Even her hesitation to eat what he had giving her made sense now. She wanted him to know she respected him and wanted to earn his in the process. _She went through all that trouble, for me?_ he felt touched. In the beginning, she could have said no, instead she did something that went against what she was accustomed to. If anything, he respected her more for that. He scarfed down the basketful of fresh fish, grateful for the meals she provided. When he was finished, he walked over to her side to see what she was up to and if she was really feeling better.

He stood behind her as she sketched a portrait of his face. It was a simple yet sweet picture. He purred and chattered, she paused slightly before filling in the eyes.

_Not bad,_ he turned over to a young tree and walked to it on his hind legs, pulling it out from the ground with his teeth before making his way back to her. _My turn._

He laid the end of the tree to the soil and began etching a single line, twisting and turning it along with his body as he circled around her. She watched silently as he performed his artwork, following his movement. He paused and turned over to her, catching her staring before turning her head elsewhere as if minding her own business. He started a second line, running around her. The leaves from the tree colliding with the back of her head, _Sorry._ Continuing to twist he finally finished his masterpiece, stepping back to admire his work. _It's you..._ he looked down to wobbled lines and abstract patterns. W_ell, kinda._

She rose and twirled around to view the image. She wanted a better look at it and proceeded to make her way out of the picture stepping on a line, earning her a dissatisfied growl from him as he pulled his ears and scale back furrowing his toxic eyes. She lifted her foot immediately stepping back, biting the bottom of her lip. With her off the line his expression changed to puppy-dog eyes. His ears prompt up and his features relaxed, almost happy. She tested the waters, lifting her arms up for balance as she placed her boot on the line once more, earning her the same groan and disgruntled attitude. She repeated the process once more before guiding her leg and placing it on an unmarked gap, receiving a pleasant note for her actions. She shot him a gentle smile before looking to the ground making her way around his maze. Each twist and turn had her dance in a different direction, careful not to step on any lines, before she felt the warm puffs of breath on top of her head and the large shadow underneath her.

Hiccup slowly turned, the dragon directly in front of her as he vibrated with low purrs, staring into each other's green eyes. She felt an urge to reach out for him, scared of what might become of it. Slowly she extended her hand towards his snout, which he responded with a toothy snarl retracting his head slightly. Quickly she retrieved her hand, calming him down. She wondered if he was angry with her for refusing his offer of fish, lowering her head to the ground. The want to reach out for him still there, she extended her arm slowly.

Her face turned away as she closed her eyes, letting all her trust fall onto the dragon.

His eyes widened to the palm presented to his form, her face turned from him. It wasn't that he didn't want her to touch him, he was afraid of what might come next.

The unknown.

Would she become frightened and run off? or faint? The last time she touched him he had her nearly scared to death as she held on to his tail and the first time he sent her drowning at the bottom of the pond. He was afraid he'd harm her again. And yet, she still trusted him and wanted him to know he could do the same with her.

He leaned his head forward slightly before pulling back, _If I do this, there's no turning back_. He looked to her little palm, so small and soft looking he wanted to feel it. He closed his eyes and allowed his snout to find its way to her warm touch.

...

She flinched a bit as she felt the cool scales of the Night Fury's snout. Slowly she opened her eyes and turned to face him, his eyes closed to her sensation. He lifted his lids and saw her face, a softness to it. He inhaled the gentle aroma of sweet grass of her skin. She was definitely soft and warm to the touch. The gentle beat of her heart could be felt from her interaction, his own heart trying to match it with hers. He enjoyed seeing her dance around his art, the way she would pause to figure out which gap to take and what line to cross. His heart jumped when she trailed in his direction, almost like she was led to him by unknown forces. He didn't want the dance to end, not yet.

He pulled away slowly and prowled over to the opposite end of the picture as she followed his movements with her gaze.

He took seat and gave her a small nod, _One more dance._

A glowing smile brightened her face as she trailed her way again across the abstract lines, sometimes her eyes meeting his mid-turn. Her toes tipped onto the open spaces, the hollowness in her heart slowly being filled with something new as she waltzed around till once again she could feel his soft exhales to her hair. Not turning around, she raised her palm over her shoulder and leaned it behind her head. He tenderly rested himself onto her palm, happy she managed to aisle back to him. The dance was proving to be far more simulating than teasing her, knowing she was enjoying herself as much as he was. He pushed her palm slightly indicating her to move forward, which she obeyed.

Still looking to the ground, they both tangoed around the picture, her back to his front. He led her around, circling the dance floor several times unaware they had spent hours just going around the promenade. She was having so much fun that midway through she turned over to face him, which he didn't seem to mind. He longed to see her joyous grin and hear her delicate giggles when he had her turn quickly. He hoped whatever had her down before didn't seem so devastating, she looked better with a cheerful smile anyways.

They stopped when Hiccup's boot touched the boulder, taking seat panting from the long dance they both shared. He looked down to her and saw something small in the distance from the corner of his eyes. He remembered the shell and slowly parted from her velvety caress to race to it and returned. He presented her with the shell halves as she extended her palm under his toothless gums. They fell onto her hands and she examined them closely.

"Is this, for me?" she looked up to him with large eyes. He nodded but wished he hadn't giving her such a trivial gift.

He felt ridiculous. _What if she doesn't like it? I mean, a shell is a pretty stupid gift now that I think ab..._

"I love it."

His eyes widened to her words. _You like it?_

The smile on her face glowed brighter touching the reddish shell, "No one has ever given me a gift before." Her pools of green dilated slightly illuminating with bliss, "Thank you."

His insides fluttered by the sound of her voice and the look in her eyes. She was doing something to him and he wasn't too sure if he liked it or not. A part of him said to enjoy the moment while another told him he needed to stop this.

Hiccup reached for the thread and needle in her satchel, placing an end of the thread in the eye and piercing a small hole to the end of one half before threading the string though the hole. Once it was in, she pulled the needle though the hole leaving the thread in place, knotted the ends together. She placed the shell necklace around her neck, adjusting the length and reknotting it before cutting off the excess with her teeth. "How does it look?"

He stared at the shell dangling on her neck, the white fabric distracting him. He leaned forward and touched the gauze, letting her know he wanted it off.

She looked down, she didn't want him to see her injuries. "It's nothing." He wasn't buying her excuse and gave a firm groan till she reached for it, slowly unraveling the fabric away. With the fabric gone, he looked to a large blue bruise to her pale skin. He sniffed it, a soft chirp of concern in his voice.

_You're hurt. Are you alright?_

Two days ago, he would have left her body battered, maybe even burned, but seeing her tender skin bruised like this upset him. He leaned forward and wiped his tongue slowly over the blemished flesh. She flinched away as he pressed onto the bruise with his tongue, letting a small gasp escape her lips. His tongue felt warm and soothing, the pain on her skin fading with every flick he made. He pulled back and eyed the area once more. The discoloration fading, reverting to normal. She pressed her palm onto the moist area, the sting disappearing.

He reached for her arm and pulled the sleeve with the tips of his teeth, careful not to tear at the fabric. With slight resistance, Hiccup pulled her sleeve away, exposing the long cut to him. Sniffing the green plaster, he swept his tongue from her hand up the forearm, spitting the pulp of plaster from his mouth before tracing it over and over. She bit her lower lip and shut her lids tightly, a slight sting crept up her arm before the aching turned to warmth. When he stopped she opened one lid and the torn skin was healed completely, as if it had never occurred.

She examined it closely, _His saliva does heal. Is he, is he trying to make me feel better?_

She lifted herself, walking over to the water before the feeling of something strong pulled her back by the waist. He had his paw to her midsection, tugging her close then trailing his oral muscle over her cheeks, purring as he felt her skin getting hot from his laps. She squirmed lightly as he snaked his wet tongue over her profile, a whimper passing her throat when he pulled her closer. Satisfied, he loosened his grip around her, the flavor of sweet grass inside his mouth. He would be lying if he said he disliked running his tongue over her skin. She was so soft and tasted irresistable. She pulled away unsure of herself before she lowered herself to the pool.

The bruises on her face and neck had vanished, leaving nothing on her skin but the saliva of the Night Fury. She turned over to him. He had placed himself right besides her, "Thank you, but it's gonna be difficult to explain how the bruises disappeared in a few hours."

_Crap. I didn't think of that,_ he exasperated.

"When we first met, you licked the cut I had on my forehead. I never thanked you for that so, uh, thanks."

He looked over to her, a big smile of her now clear face, admiring her soft expression.

"Wait right here," she held her hands out, dashing over to the fish basket and returning with it to his side kneeling. He watched as she undid one of the leather straps, pulled out the needle and remaining thread, piercing two tiny holes into the second half of the shell and sewing it onto the leather. "Lend me your paw, please," he obeyed and she wrapped the strap around before sewing the ends together to a perfect fit. He looked down to the cuff, the red shell centered onto it.

"I know it isn't much, but when I fix your fin and you're able to fly, maybe this'll remind you that not all humans hate dragons." He stared back at her, he never imagined he could receive a gift from a human. She wasn't like the others, she was special.

_You wait here,_ he motioned for her to stay and ran over to the vegetable garden, returning with a decent sized parsnip. She reached for it from his mouth, he understood that she didn't eat meat and gave her something she did. She was beginning to understand him a little better.

"Do you have a name?"

He was caught off guard by the question. Dragons had titles, not names. They were solely referred to by their breed, him being Night Fury. He didn't want to disappoint her and did the one thing he knew made her smile so kindly. He formed his toothless grin, a cheerful hum in his call.

She tilted her head, chuckling from his display, "How about Toothless? Is that alright?"

She raised her palm out and he made contact to it with his snout, nodding his head with approval before separating from her touch.

"It's getting late, I better get going. Tomorrow I'll come back with more fish and to see how I can get you your fin working." She went over to the gauze on the boulder; reapplying it to her neck and reaching for the one around her chest to wrap around her hand and arm, concealing the healed flesh once torn. "I still need to figure out how to get it moving, but once I do, you'll be out of here in no time. Thank you for everything, Toothless."

She went over to the basket and pulled the remaining strap over her arm. Giving him one last touch to his snout, she made her way out of the cove with her new necklace, parsnip and euphoria inside her heart.

He watched her leave, wishing tomorrow came sooner.

...

When Hiccup returned home, she placed the empty basket by the back door. For the first time, she felt cozy on the inside. She didn't feel pressure or self-doubt, it was different. She didn't really feel this way with others, mostly only with Gobber, but to have the same sensation from a dragon was confusing. All her life, she was told that dragons were demons, sent to harm and wreak havoc on mankind. Getting to know Toothless, she was seriously doubting those teachings.

_Figure out which side you're on!_ The words pierced her like cold steel. On one side was her own kind. People who openly mocked her for her beliefs and inability to adhere to their lifestyle. On the other was their foes, dragons. Creatures she knew little about from her own experience and from what she knew, they weren't the bloody-thirsty villains painted on the pages of her history. They felt pain, fear, joy; like any other living thing. She was torn.

Follow tradition.

Or break away from it.

Her thoughts jumbled, the sound of knocking warped her back to reality. She made her way to the front door, Gobber standing at the entrance. "Hiccup, you're awake and..." his blue eyes observed her face before reaching out to it, "you're not bruised anymore?"

"Uh, yeah," she panicked slightly. "I put some ointment on my face and went to get some sunlight, so it healed pretty fast, haha."

He gave her a suspicious stare but brushed it off, Hiccup had nothing to hide from him. "Alright. I just wanted to know if you were up to have supper at the watch tower with the others? But, only if you're feeling better."

"I'm up for it. I'm feeling a lot better, to be honest. I feel," she reached for and caressed her necklace, a gentle smile danced her face, "at ease in a way."

Gobber saw the sudden change in her demeanor, she seemed happier, self-assured. Was the scare from the arena the cause for this? He wanted to tell her what was on his mind. "Hiccup, about dragon training, I wanted to tell you something."

"Actually, me too. It's been on my mind for some time now," they both took in some air and together voice their opinions.

"I think I should quit dragon training."

"I think you should quit dragon training."

"What?" they stared at each other for a while, knowing what the other had just said.

"You want to quit?" he raised his brow. He wasn't really expecting her to give the same answer. Dragon training would possibly have earned her father's love, and she wanted out.

She sighed. "Yes. Today showed me something Gobber. I'm more interested in learning about dragons, not fighting them. There's so much we don't know about them," she reached into her satchel and returned the Dragon Manual to him. "This book is important for the future of our people and I want it to represent dragons for what they REALLY are. I want to classify not kill."

Gobber's eyes softened as her expression slowly sank. Stoick might have been wrong about her intelligence leading her nowhere in Berk. If there was anyone he'd trust with his families legacy, it'd be Hiccup. She was naturally curious, trying to uncover the truths of the world, and it was exactly what Berk needed for the future.

"You know Hiccup," he pressed the book back to her. "I want you to have this book. I know you'll have a better use for it than the others. And for what it's worth, I rather enjoy your questions. You're the only one who doesn't settle for 'what is', you look for the 'why'."

Her eyes widened looking to him, then the book, "I don't know what to say. Thank you so much Gobber." She reached out to hug him, the book in one hand and her parsnip in the other. He returned the embrace softly still knowing she was hurt. They pulled away, "I'll let the others know you're out of training tomorrow. Consider this your last meal as a team."

She closed the front door and walked with him to the tower for her last meal with the future defenders of Berk.

...

Hiccup and Gobber were the first to the tower. Gobber lit the fire pit while Hiccup prepared some raw chickens they bought from a merchant. The sun was setting, fragments of sunlight still hung close to the horizon, as if not wanting the day to end.

The first to arrive was Fishlegs, "Hey Hiccup, feeling better? You gave us all a real scare this morning." He sat at the far right, watching her place the chickens onto long wooden sticks.

"Much better, thank you. I want to thank you and Ruffnut for taking me to Gothi's, I kinda ruined the lesson."

"No-no, you shouldn't blame yourself for what happened Hiccup, it was unexpected. And I accept your thank you. You made me realize something today," Fishlegs smiled.

"What?"

"That I shouldn't be afraid to say what's on my mind. You express your opinions openly, even if others find them weird or different. I want to try and do that too, even if the others might laugh or not listen."

She handed him the largest chicken, a brightness in her tone, "I'd listen, I think you've got a lot of interesting things to say. And I'll only laugh if you say something worth laughing about, like a joke."

He took the stick of whole chicken and held it over the fire to cook, "Thanks, Hiccup."

Soon the twins arrived, Ruffnut taking seat next to Fishlegs and Tuffnut to Hiccup's left shoulder. "Hey, you good Hiccup?" Ruffnut asked as she was presented with her portion of chicken.

She gave a firm nod before handing Tuffnut his own, "Yeah, thanks for helping bandage me up, I really appreciate it."

"Ah, I'm sure you'd do the same for us."

"You could bandage me any day Hiccup," Tuffnut winked before getting his face pushed aside by Gobber for getting too close to her.

The last to make their way to the tower were Snotlout and Aarne. Snotlout doing most, if not all of the talking while Aarne remained silent. He looked over to see Hiccup, he hadn't seen her since the morning when he yelled at her. He felt like less of a man for doing so as well as for harming her. As they made their way in, she gave each of them their meal, Aarne taking seat by Fishlegs and Gobber, leaving Snotlout to sit between the twins. Looking over to her, Aarne saw the gauze around her neck and arm. She avoided his eyes as well as his presence in general and to be fair he didn't blame her for it.

"So, now that we're all here, let's dig in," Gobber said. His bird nearly roasted all the way though.

After that, there was an awkward silence for the longest time. The only sound coming from the fire. Gobber broke the ice once the sun was disappearing from the west. "Have I ever told any of you, the story of how I lost my first limb?"

They all gave him curious stares, all but Hiccup who had heard his tale many times before. "I was but a lad, and I was making the rounds for night watch at this exact tower. We hadn't been raided in over a month, but we stayed vigilant, knowing the demons would return. One night, much like this, I heard the blood-chilling cry of a Monstrous Nightmare. Lit ablaze as it came falling from the sky and onto the village, burning houses and trying to take the sheep. I dove into action and did what any sensible Viking would and wrestled the beast till the break of day. I must have turned away from him long enough before he stuck, and with one twist, he took my hand and swallowed it whole. And I saw the look in his face, I was delicious. He must have passed the word because it wasn't a month before another one of 'em took my leg."

The young Vikings exchanged looks of astonishment, 'whoas' and 'wows' echoed in the night.

"Isn't it weird to think that your hand was inside a dragon?" Fishlegs demonstrated by wrestling two bitten drumsticks. "Like if your mind was still in control of it, you could have killed the dragon from the inside by crushing his heart or something."

Not interested in Fishlegs words, Snotlout glared at his chicken, "I swear I'm so angry right now. I'll avenge your beautiful hand and your beautiful foot. I'll chop off the legs of every dragon I fight, with my face!"

"Ah, eh, eh no. It's the wings and the tails you really want," he wiped his mouth over his forearm before tearing off a wing from his bird. "If it can't fly, it can't get away. A downed dragon, is a dead dragon."

Hiccup thought of Toothless, how he had helped her in the cove. He didn't deserve to be grounded. She needed to find a way to set him free, she just wasn't too sure how.

Gobber gave a heavy yawn, stretching his exhausted body. "Alright, I'm off to bed. You should be too. Tomorrow we get to the 'big boys', slowly but surely making our way up to the Monstrous Nightmare. But who'll win the honor of killing it?"

"It's gonna be me. It's my destiny, see," Tuffnut leaned back, giving a wink over to Hiccup who was clearly not minding him. He lifted his shirt and showed them a dragon shaped marking on his skin.

Fishlegs gasps deeply at the sight. " Your mom let you get a tattoo?"

"It's not a tattoo, it's a birthmark."

"Okay, I've been stuck with you since birth, and that was never there before," Ruffnut told her twin in a less than impressed tone.

"Yes it was, you've just never seen me from the left side until now. What do you think Hiccup?...Hiccup?"

They turned to her seat. She had vanished, leaving her cooked parsnip to go uneaten. Gobber figured she lost interest in the conversation when he mentioned the killing. It wasn't what she wanted to do, and he was glad they both agreed she keep out of the action. He turned over to Aarne, his eyes glued to the spot she was on, unmoved and silent while the others continued to talk.

He nudged the lad besides him, "You should go talk to her, while you still have the chance."

"Why bother, I'm probably the last person she wants to speak to. You saw the bandages, I did that to her. How could I ever forgive myself for hurting her like that? And on top of it all, I lost hold of my temper and yelled at her."

"We all know you never intended to harm her, and I'm sure she knows that too. The best thing to do now is apologize, ask for forgiveness. It's not much, but it's a start in the right direction. I think it'll do the both of you good," he gave a firm pat to Aarne's back. After thinking it over, he rose and made his way down the tower to say what he had to say.

...

She didn't want to hear about killing dragons. Her heart and mind were still torn as to whom to side with. Viking life was all she knew. It was her heritage, but she didn't belong. Dragons weren't what they appeared to be. She saw that with her own eyes, yet they were villains. She saw good in both as well as great evil.

It made her wonder, _What if we're the bad ones?_

She placed her hand on the front door of her house. The sound of someone saying her name stopped her from pushing it open. "Hiccup."

Aarne was behind her, his hair back in his usual braid with his long bangs covering his right eye, "Can we talk?"

Her body was motionless for the longest time, she hadn't expected him, "Um, sure, we can talk." She turned around to face him, her on the top steps with him at the bottom.

He looked away for a moment and took a deep inhale, "I wanted to apologize, for what happened at the arena. I lost focus on what was important to me and as a result I can never forgive myself for what I've done. I'm sorry." He bowed, His eyes to the stone steps.

She wasn't too sure what to say, she always saw Aarne as too proud to apologize. He was never in the wrong yet here he was, atoning for his actions. "I'm sorry too. I wasn't paying attention to the training, and you were right. I'm never where I should be. I forgive you, Aarne. It's just gonna take some time for us to return to where we were as friends, if you can call it that."

His eyes blow open. She forgave him, but what shot him was her thought on their relationship. She saw him as a 'friend', "I understand. Thank you." He looked up to her face, clear from the dark markings he had left her. He hadn't noticed it before, "Your cheeks..."

"Oh, I managed to reduce the bruising, I'll be alright," she reached for her cheek.

He stepped forward onto the first step and extended for her face, "I'm glad, if your father found out..."

"My father?"

He held his tongue. He managed to put himself in an awkward position yet again. "Hiccup, listen, your father entrusted me to look after you..."

"So that's what this is about, not looking bad in my father's eyes?" she leaned away from his hand close to her face. "Unless you haven't noticed, I've been looking after myself for a long time now. So I don't need you to shadow me so that the chief's little 'hiccup' doesn't get hurt or cause trouble. I can forgive you for wounding and yelling at me..." she tried to hold back her tears; knowing now her father never had faith or trust in her, only in Aarne, "but not for this."

She turned around and entered her house, slamming the door in his face. He returned his hand to his side, balling it into a tight fist. He cursed himself for opening his mouth, wishing he could take back the entire day. Start over, as if none of this ever happened.

He turned around and made his way to his home, the image of her on the verge of tears haunted him till the break of dawn.


	11. Chapter 11

_Hello again and thank you for your patients. From this point on Hiccup is out of dragon training, so to fill in the time, she's going to be learning from Toothless as well as other dragons. Next chapter to be posted in three to four day's time. Posted 5-13-2014. Thank you and please enjoy._

_..._

Blue hour fleeced the isle of Berk. The air was crisp with the slight chill of the season. Inside the Haddock residence Hiccup was exiting the bath, fiddling with her shell necklace. She dressed before making her way downstairs to prepare breakfast and retrieve her clothing from the day previous. When she put her clothing inside she lit the fire pit and while it warmed, put her articles away upstairs.

Her breakfast consisted of gooseberry pancakes, cinnamon coated apple groats, and a cup of hot tea. While eating, she tried to find ways to help Toothless. She had a limited amount of time as well limited knowledge on the subject. Thankfully, she no longer had to attend dragon training so she could focus her mind on him. Meal completed, she washed up, took the fish basket and made her way out to the docks. She needed to help Toothless, but first she had to get him a morning meal of his own.

Hiccup reached the docks right when Mulch and Bucket were arranging to set sail for the daily catch. "Mornin' Hiccup, you're up early. What brings you here?"

"Morning Mulch, Bucket, I came to return your basket, I kinda tore a strap off and dropped the fish. Sorry about that."

"Oh, it's no trouble, it happens all the time," Mulch reached out for the basket, laying it with the others.

She hated lying, but it was all she could do to keep Toothless a secret.

"I was wondering," she fiddled with her palms. "Do you think I could join you two today? I'd really like to make up for breaking the strap. I'm not the best fisher, but I'm willing to work for a batch and I'll do my best."

Both fishermen looked at each other, they always liked Hiccup. She was a quiet, shy child. They watched as she grew into a fair young woman who wanted nothing more than to feel she had a placed amongst them. She just needed a little encouragement and they had to admit, some additional company would be enjoyable. "Sure thing. Hop aboard." Bucket held his hand out to hers and pulled her to the boat, "Let's set sail."

...

Out at sea, Hiccup could feel the boat rock along with the waves. Her tiny arms rowed the boat along with Bucket at one end, Mulch guiding them out to open waters. She had never been on a boat before, the experience new and exciting to her. Her eyes mostly kept to the waters ahead, occasionally peeking up to see gulls glide in the breeze.

"This seems like a good spot to drop anchor." Hiccup and Bucket stopped rowing while Mulch tossed the stone anchor overboard, keeping them in place. She rose wobbling a bit, not used to the swaying rhythm of the sea. Once she balanced herself, she went over to lower the sail before she turned around and viewed Berk in its glory for the first time. It was beautiful. She could see the high mountain tops laced with snow and low clouds. The village so small, she could hardly make out the buildings.

"Wow."

"Makes you feel small doesn't it?" Mulch gave her a soft pat on the back.

"I never imagined it looked so different from out here. Berk is huge." She walked over to the right side of the boat, tossing the fishing net into the blue below.

"It may appear that way, but there are larger islands out there. Some seem to go on for ages."

She had never left the island before, now there was an entire world out in the distance. "How big do you think the world is?" Hiccup's eyes were peering to the vast veils of blues as she helped Bucket reel in the net, fish tangled in it.

"I'm not too sure but it's big, full of mystery and wonder," Mulch said as he began placing the freshly caught fish into several baskets before casting the net again for a second catch.

She gazed to the rising sun as its first light touched the waters. "Do you think we'll be able to uncover the mysteries of the world?"

Both men looked over to the horizon. They never really took the time to appreciate the morning rays. "Maybe someday."

"I like to think someday, man will learn to fly," the net pulled back to the ship as Bucket relayed his hope.

"Ha-ha, man flying! Now that's a wonder I'd like to see someday too, buddy."

Hiccup thought about what Bucket had said. It brought back the memory of her dream, soaring in the clouds with Toothless.

She knew Toothless needed something to stimulate muscle movement in his fin. What Gobber had told her yesterday came to mind ,_To mimic the movement of a fin it would require to study one up close._

It seemed logical. If she wanted to shape a fin that got him off the ground, she'd need to observe what made his true fin work. She knew muscles moved by sending responses from the brain to the tissue. With the tissue lost, the signals become non-responsive. In Toothless' case he had an artificial fin, so it would require artificial movements. An external force.

She pulled the net, forcing the load of fish onto the deck. They did this several times, placing the batches into baskets before they managed to fill every last one to the brim. "Good reel in today, for someone who isn't a typical fisher, you sure proved yourself today, Hiccup."

"No, the nets did all the work. I just helped pull them in..." she paused. Her hand was on the rope to pull the sail open. A_rtificial movements,_ she made a connection. Pulling was the external force she needed. The day Toothless tried to fly with his new fin, she had to pull it open. She now knew what force she needed, she just had to find a way to connect it to the fin somehow.

With the catch complete, they returned to the island full of fish and wonder.

...

Toothless kept staring at his cuff. It was simple, but it meant so much more to him than just a strap of leather with a shell. It was their secret. Two creatures, whom for centuries fought and hated each other, formed a strange yet oddly wondrous bond. He, a Night Fury, agile and powerful. She, a Viking like no other, docile, and fair. Despite his wild nature, she spotted the kindness within. Looking past the sharp claws and razor fangs, she could sense the warm and gentle spirit he tried so hard to keep hidden from the world.

He had to be edged, it was his duty to defend his troops, following the orders of the Red Death. Insubordination led to immediate cannibalism and the czar rarely let any acts of treason slip under the rug. The only reason he was still alive despite his rebellious tenure, was that he was serviceable in many ways. He took down long-range weaponry which over the past few years had become precise at systematically eliminating them. His jet scales camouflaging him from enemies during night tide. He was built for speed and agility. Most of all, he was prized for his rarity and intelligence. The hive was his only home, and although it was also meant to be his prison, he still yearned to return. Not for his sake, but for the rest of the colony.

"Toothless," his head shot up, the sound of her tender voice breaking his lethargy. He made his way towards her, more so awaiting her rather than the meal she brought. "Caught you some breakfast, bud. Here you go," she opened the container and pushed it over on its side, fish swimming out from the brim. As much as he wanted to eat, he needed to know if she was feeling better than she was yesterday.

She still wore the bandages around her neck and arm knowing it was a ruse to keep the others unaware of her mended flesh. Her smile was vivid, her eyes lustered like peridot stones that he could gaze at for hours. The shell necklace dangled oh so wonderfully between her collar bones. She appeared elevated in spirit and he was elated knowing she was going to be alright. With that covered, he dug into his morning meal.

"I've got some good news bud," she kneeled down to his level. "I think I found a way to help you out. I'm gonna need to get some things before we get started. There's something I need from you though." He looked up, waiting for her to continue, a cod between his teeth. "The thing is, you're the only one I can turn to for information, and to study your flight patterns..." she gave a slight pause rubbing her palms together and biting her lower lip. "I'm gonna have to ride you."

He nearly gagged on the cod going down his throat, _What!_ A human riding a dragon, it was ridiculous. Never, in the history of both creatures, had the two ridden together. After his coughing subsided, he gave her a firm stare. Being executed by man was a common loss to his kind, but having one ride one was a humiliation. The very thought sent a vicious tremble down his spine, giving a harsh growl to the idea.

"I know, I know, it's crazy. Look, I don't know anything about flying or fins. In order to get you out of here, we need to work as a team," she leaned back slightly from his reaction. "You don't have to like me or care about any of this," she looked down before returning her gaze to his, "but I do need you to trust me."

He wasn't too sure how to respond to her statement. She had given him her time, kept him safe, provided him food. She was beginning to grow on him. He couldn't deny his fondness towards her and he truly watched over her with concern lately. If anything, he trusted her more than any other human in the world and if she needed this, he'd cooperate.

His tone changed and his pupils dilated. Freedom was what he wanted, and he needed her for that. They had to become a team.

Hiccup saw the switch in his demeanor, softening her tenseness, "Alright, I'll be back. I promise." She ran her palm under his jowl before lifting herself, making her way out of the cove.

_And I'll wait here. I guarantee,_ the sensation of her touch lingering on his jet scales.

...

Hiccup walked to the forge, the sunrise warming the cool clime. There were still wisps of umbra inside which she cured by opening a window on the eastern side of the building. She went over to her study, pulling away the fabric, letting the light bathe the enclosed space. Pulling on sheets of clean paper, she began forming a saddle made for Toothless.

Once she completed the design, she went over to a shelve full of dark brown leather rolls and laid a sheet down on the work table. She cut a fair length with a carving knife, adjusting the fabric before marking the pieces to cut with soapstone chalk. When marked, she cut out the scraps of leather accordingly before treating the edges closed. She pulled out a roll of leather tools. Taking a mallet and tack hammer, she began punching holes around the perimeter of the main body. From the roll, she pulled out a lok-eye needle and reached for waxed thread to stitch the pieces together. Stitching complete, she went over to the forge and took some metal rounds to fasten onto the leather strap and side. The job took about an hour to complete but once done, she marveled at the creation.

Hopefully with this, she'd get Toothless back in the clouds.

"Mornin' Hiccup," she turned over to Gobber. "Glad to see you're up, healthy and back to work." She placed the saddle on her table and walked out the main room. "Yep, right as rain." They exchanged a few words, Hiccup telling him about her small adventure out to sea, "It was amazing Gobber."

"Glad to know you liked it, and good to see you finding things to do now that you're off the training."

"Just trying to make my mark," she lit the fire pit right when the other teens appeared by the window.

"Hello there, recruits. Here for a weapon rebuffing?" he reached out for their weapons and handed them over to Hiccup who took care to sharpen, balance and hand them back orderly. When she reached Aarne's axe, she paused. The blade was clean but blunted from excessive use. This same edge cut deep into her flesh. It took a moment before she treated it like any other hatchet.

"Ready for today's training, Hiccup?" Fishlegs asked looking at his balanced hammer.

"Uh," she lifted the axe from the stone grinder. "Yeah, about that I'm a..."

"As of today, Hiccup is officially out of dragon training," Gobber turned to the teens while fixing on his hammered hand.

They all exchanged questionable looks before eyeing Hiccup as she finished Aarne's axe.

"You're leaving training?" Ruffnut inquired. A look a true shock plastered on her face.

She walked over to the window and handed Aarne his weapon, refusing to look at him but their hands slightly grazed for a moment.

"Yeah, I'm not a warrior, I'm a philosopher. I'm okay with that. Some of us just weren't meant to kill," she fiddled with her necklace. Toothless crossing her mind.

Tuffnut looked down to the necklace. "What's with the shell, Hiccup?"

She looked down, a slight tingle in her heart and a warm smile graced her face, "Someone special gave this to me."

They all shot a dubious gawking expression to her profile as she danced her fingers over the shell. They had never seen Hiccup looked so jubilant. Aarne glared at the trinket closely, _Someone special gave her that?_' He felt a tug to his heart, _Who is this guy? Was she wearing that yesterday? Why is she so happy about some ridiculous half shell and does her special someone have the other half?_

Gobber took notice of Aarne's budding envy over this new "special someone" in her life. "Alright! Well with weapons sharpened, you'll all be glad to know you won't be needing them for today's lesson, so let's get going!" He walked out the forge and led the others away to the arena, Aarne gazing at Hiccup before making his way with the others.

With them gone, she went back to the study, grabbed the saddle, putting some tools and essentials into her satchel and ran off to the cove to meet her special secret.

...

He waited. Patiently waiting for her return. Excitement and curiosity ruled over him with every noise alerting him to her return perhaps. The thought of her riding him still fresh on his mind, he contemplated what it stood for. They were about to embark on something none had ever dreamed of doing.

_Humans riding dragons, it's impossible, right?_ She was so small, how could she possibly manage to fly him. Their first trail flight wasn't a very good indicator for future sessions, he was anxious.

"I'm back," she crawled under the shield, a large brown object to her back. "I got something for you."

He lifted himself as she made her way to him, pulling a saddle into his line of sight, "Ta-da."

He stared at it than at her as she pressed forward to him. _You may have my trust,_ he wriggled his hind legs and arched his spine lower, _but you gotta earn this ride!_ He pounced away from her as she got closer. She gave him a confused look, seeing the widening grin on his face when he stopped and repeated his taunting dance.

Hiccup's lips formed a devilish smirk as she paced to him, "So you wanna play that game, huh?" That said, he ran off in the other direction.

"Hey!" she chased after him, saddle held above her head. "Toothless, get back here!" He continued his teasing game of cat and mouse and while he disliked the idea of being the mouse, having her hunt him down like a pent-up little wildcat, gave him satisfaction.

Hiccup had never had so much fun before. For years, she had to keep all her built up frustrations and fears bottled up. It had been so long since she felt so carefree and savored happiness. With Toothless dashing and her following, her woes faded. All she could think about was catching him, beating him at his little game. Distracted by his run, she hid behind a few large boulders and waited for the right time to strike.

He made a full lap around the cove before he realized she had vanished. He looked around trying to find her. "_Hey! Where'd you go!"_ he sent out a firm roar, slowing to a halt. The smile on his face vanished, he felt alone. _Did I go too far with this game? She left..._ his ears wilted down. Her scent still laced the air but it wasn't enough to calm his nerves. He felt defeated.

Realizing his distraction, she pounced on him, placing her hand to his side. "Gotcha!"

Startled, he turned to her, a bright smile on her. His eyes dilated as he pressed his cheek to hers, _I'm sorry, no more games. Please don't leave me._ He gave out a mewling yowl rubbing their cheeks together.

His behavior surprised her, she was sure he'd be ticked off for being caught, instead he seemed upset from something. It dawned on her, "Oh Toothless, no-no I wasn't leaving you, I'm sorry. I just wanted to catch you, I won't leave you sweetie." She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him close. Even though Toothless was this big, strong being that struck fear into the hearts of man, he was still a fragile creature that held insecurities in his heart.

He let her warm embrace soothe him. For a moment, he lost her and it was the scariest thing. Far more frightening than man and the Red Death put together.

"It's okay, I'm right here," she cooed him relaxed as she felt his body loosen up. He felt safe with her. She was understanding and gentle. Sweet grass danced into his nostrils leading him to give off low humming purrs that vibrated Hiccup's neck. "Haha, that tickles, ha-ha." He lifted his head and allowed it to fall parallel with her forehead, "Feeling better?"

_Much._

She admired his serpentine orbs, "Guess what?"

_Hmm,_ he refused to move.

"Gotcha."

While he did enjoy being with her, he was still very competitive and a sore loser. Toothless pulled back and walked off with a disgruntled look on his features.

"Whoa whoa whoa whoa, where do you think you're going?" she followed his trail till he stopped and allowed her to fasten the saddle to his body. He may be a sore loser, but she won the game. Cheated by toying with his heart, but won nonetheless. Saddle strapped snuggly to his form, she pulled out the rope from her satchel and tied one end to the artificial fin and pulled it firmly to test the action. It moved.

"You know what Toothless. I've never mentioned who I am, have I?" she lifted herself on the seat and adjusted herself to a comfortable position. "My name's Hiccup and I'm the one who builds all those catapults you keep breaking."

Gaining the knowledge of Hiccup being the engineer to the weapons was alarming to say the least. She seemed like such an innocent girl, now she's telling him she makes war machines. It seems even before the incident, they were enemies yet they were similar. They were the protectors of their people. He destroyed. She created. Both for the benefit of their own kin.

Knowing this, he felt no anger. He had the architect within his grasp and with one swipe he could eliminate her, but he couldn't. She had her reasons to protect such as him. He understood her intentions, and for what it was worth, he forgave her for everything. She was good.

...

He spread his wings and with a powerful lift, he was gliding through the air. Off the ground, she tugged at the rope, forcing the fin open. The balance evened out as they managed over the body of water. She gave a firm pull to test the reaction of the fin as well as to gauge the applied force needed to produce a turning motion. The action pulled the entire tail, throwing Toothless off course leading to him landing into the cool morning water. With nothing to hold onto, Hiccup's body lunged forward into the shallow end of the pool. He swam to her, making sure she wasn't in too deep, but once he saw her lift herself up he relaxed.

"Okay, pulling from the arm, not the best approach. Let's try a more leveled angle but before that..." they walked out of the liquid and sat at the dry ground. Opening her satchel, she pulled out a square of leather, the tool kit, and some metal rings creating a belt. Taking off her vest and satchel, she fitted the belt to her midsection snuggly. Grabbing the rope, she looped the end around her ankle, climbing onto Toothless for the second time.

The flight was slightly smoother, being able to maneuver better and rise in altitude before they reached over the cove walls. She pulled on the rope, not so hardly this time and the fin fully opened. Outside the cove, they flew for some time till their speed and lack of control crashed them onto a field of tall sweet grass. The landing was soft. Hiccup managing to jump off of Toothless to avoid colliding with the ground. She looked around, the sound of loud purrs and wriggling behind her. Toothless was practically smitten, rolling around and nuzzling at the warm blades. The aroma rocked his senses, yet all he could smell was Hiccup. He imagined each plant fiber as her delicate fingertips dancing along his frame. She was sweet grass to him: warm, soft and made him feel at ease.

_Hiccup,_ he smiled widely, tossing. Basking in the sunshine and scent.

"You like sweet grass huh?" she tore a few blades off. _Dragon nip_.

Not wanting to disturb him and his pleasure, she walked off, trying to figure out how to apply more control onto the fin without applying too much force. She made it passed the fields of grass and to a stone rising. The chirps of birds and buzzing creatures filled the air, till the buzzing got louder and she realized she had heard this sound before.

To her left a wild Gronckle fizzed towards her, intent to strike in his demeanor. Reacting on instinct she froze and closed her eyes, lifting the hand with the clump of dragon nip out for protection. As the Gronckle drew closer, it slowed, its body relaxed by the smell of the grass on its snout. She could feel the hot breath of the Gronckle and opened her eyes to the sight of a unthreatening dragon. Scratching the grass onto its snout, its hind legs twitched before rolling over like an obedient pup.

A giggle escaped her lips at the reaction. It made sense to her now why the Gronckle in the ring was after her, she smelt of the dragon nip. The soft sound of her chuckle broke Toothless from his trance as he lifted his head and spotted her with a Gronckle.

"_Gronckle?_" he marched over to her side, eyeing the tranquil dragon beneath his paws.

The Gronckle looked up, slightly dazed before returning to attention, "_Excuse the unprofessionalism Night Fury, sir! I'll rid the girl._" He turned to Hiccup, snarling and bearing his teeth in aggression. She flinched, pulling her arm back and slowly stepping away as the Gronckle approached.

"_Lay a single claw on her and I'll rip those wings off your body, is that understood, solider?_" Toothless moved in between them, piercing his wild glare to the Boulder dragon. At the reaction, the Gronckle backed away, shock and disbelief laced his expression.

"_Yes sir! I mean, why sir? May I remind you that this is a human? Are you feeling alright, Night Fury? You've been MIA for three days, the hive is in chaos and now you're defending an unarmed Viking._"

He didn't want to show his fellow solider the saddle or the fin but felt no other way to explain his odd actions, "_Three days ago, I was shot down by this girl. Instead of killing me, she set me free. However,_" he brought his tail forward. "_I've been rendered grounded. In order to make amends, she's volunteered to assist me get back my flight. So I need her alive till then._"

"_Brilliant plan, sir. Gain their trust, then strike. I'll relay this information to the prince; he'll be pleased to know you're alive._"

"_No. Not a word to him. If he found out I've gained her trust, she'll be killed._"

"_But isn't that your strategy? If you ask me, it's like you don't want her to be killed._"

He held his ground, "_Exactly. There's more to her than meets the eye, I've seen it._" He turned over to Hiccup, shivering in fear as they grumbled in their dragon language. Slowly he paced towards her, gently rubbing his snout to her hair, earning him a soft hum. "_She's not one of them._"

The Gronckle observed, he was truly flabbergasted, here was the mighty Night Fury, cuddling next to a frail human girl. She seemed harmless. "_Come on, she doesn't bite,_" he slowly tip-toed to the girl. Closing the gap, he looked into her eyes. They were honest, friendly even. She gave Toothless a concerned look and once he reassured her it was safe, she held her palm out, placing it on the Gronckle's snout. He felt a connection, understanding where the Night Fury was coming from.

"_Alright, sir. This stays between us, but Red Death won't be pleased._"

"_Leave that to me when the time comes. For now, return to your duties._"

Hiccup raised her hand and petted the Gronckle several times before pulling back and walked to the stone rising. In her arms were rocks of various colors and sizes. Sniffing, the Gronckle figured them harmless and scarfed down a dozen. It had been so long since the Gronckle had a decent meal. The lack of self-control led him to continue munching on the stones till an ache in his belly forced an end to it. The cauldron in his stomach bloating with pain lacing its expression.

"_Bite off more than you can chew, pal?_" Toothless was having too much fun at the expense of the Gronckle's agony as it tried to release a fireball with fail.

Hiccup however, bent over to the Gronckle's belly, giving it a soft rub. "Are you alright? Stomach problems?" The circling of her palm under its belly churned the insides till they spewed out in the form of hot molten lava. Soon, the ground was covered in a thin layer of magma, cooling slightly from the cool air. Panicked, she climbed onto the Gronckle's back which didn't seem to mind considering the mess. Once she was certain it was safe to get down, the metallic shine of the cooled lava caught her attention. She reached down and placed her fingers onto the smooth alloy. Carefully lifting it, she was amazed at how light it was despite its fair size. Moving it close to the grass, the edge cut at the blades with ease like warm butter.

"Interesting, it's like iron, only lighter and stronger," she tapped the sheet to test the firmness. "Gronckle Iron."

Both dragons stared at her oddly as she marveled over the cooled formation of Gronckle barf. "_You're right, sir. There is more to her than beholds._"

Toothless simply nodded.

...

After a little more time with the Gronckle, Hiccup and Toothless glided their way back to the cove with a bit on a rocky landing. She carried the sheet of metal, amazed at its luster and durability. If she used this in her weapons, they'd be stronger and easier to carry. She felt terrible all of a sudden. For years, she had been designing machines to harm, even kill dragons. Now, she was learning about them. Interacting with them on a personal level, closer than any other Viking before her. They had killed hundreds of her kind and they killed countless of them, all for the sake or recourses and dominance.

"Toothless," she placed her hand on his neck. "I can't take back the centuries of pain my people have brought to yours, but for what it's worth, I'm sorry."

He nuzzled close to her, _Me too, Hiccup. I'm sorry._

She stared down at the Gronckle Iron, then to the wooden shield to the entrance. A thought crossed her mind, she didn't need to go to dragon training anymore, but she still needed to defend herself. "I'm thinking of making a shield to defend myself with. Do you think it's alright if I use this?" she lifted the sheet.

Even with him so close, she nearly got hurt; he needed to pay more attention around them. From now on, she wasn't just protecting him. Out there, he needed to protect her. One human to him he could handle. He worried she wouldn't be so lucky with another wild dragon.

"_Of course, I want you to be safe when I can't be there to help you,"_ he gave her a firm call to signal his approval. The sound of his bellow echoed in her ears and for some reason felt she needed to imitate the chatter. She cupped the side of her mouth and from the back of her throat, gave a low howl. The sound branched out to a near similar roar of a Night Fury. Slightly off, but close enough for him to be genuinely dumbfounded.

"Still needs a little work, huh?" she pet his forehead and paced towards the fish basket, vest and satchel. She took the belt off and laid it against a stone. "I've got a few adjustments to make on the pull system and shield, but I'll be back in a few hours. See you in a bit Toothless."

''_Hiccup!_'' he gave a hearty bark. She turned over to the sensation of a wet tongue to her face, _Gotcha._

...

When Hiccup returned to the forge, it was afternoon. She put the Gronckle Iron over the hot coals in a metal tub to collect the molten liquid and began working on an upgraded shield. She was a good half way done with it, only needing to coat it in the Gronckle Iron, till Gobber arrived.

"Nice to have you in the shop, Hiccup. Thought you'd be at the arena to see the training. Of course, if you were, you'd see how great Aarne performed in the ring."

She shot him an irritated scowl, not in the mood to hear what had gone down in the arena or Aarne.

He caught her expression and got the message, "Eh, shame about that. So, what are we makin'?"

Her demeanor lighted as she turned over to show him her newest project, "What do you think?"

Gobber stared at the shield, it seemed alike to any other shield he'd seen before. "All this work for a shield?"

"Well, it's not just a shield," she pulled on a back lever, a grappling line releasing and wringed around him. With his weight clearly outmatching hers, she slide towards him as the line tightened. There was a bit of an awkward silence as they both stood close together before she released the line and it retracted back to the central hub of the shield.

"Handy."

"If I can't fight dragons, I have to defend myself somehow," she turned over to continue her work.

Gobber didn't like the fact Hiccup and Aarne managed to grow farther apart since the incident. He knew it ate at Aarne pretty deep and now with the revelation she had someone special in her eyes, it troubled him. "You know Hiccup, Aarne's just looking out for you. He's trying to keep you safe."

"I know, but the problem is I can't trust him as far as I can throw him. He's been keeping tabs on me for who knows how long. I can take care of myself."

It was a fair answer. Gobber understood how she might have felt wronged; he just hoped they could mend the situation before it was too late. "Well, I'll leave you to it, imagine you'll be in here quite a while. Too bad, really, you should of seen Aarne bash that dragon..."

The thought of Aarne harming a dragon now upset her. Three days ago, it was the standard. Now, getting to know Toothless and the wild Gronckle, her opinion of Aarne wasn't in the kindest of thoughts. She shot Gobber a grim stare.

"I did it again didn't I?"

"It's not you Gobber, it's just...I wish things weren't so complicated."


	12. Chapter 12

_Hello again. In this chapter, someone learns Hiccup's secret. Next chapter to be posted in three to four day's. Posting this chapter 5-16-2014. Please enjoy & thank you for your time._

...

Dipping her artist brush into a small round palette, Hiccup stroked the image of a Night Fury onto her shield. The flat black pigment contrasted beautifully with the shine of the Gronckle Iron. Looking over the painting, she purposely left out one fin, a perfect homage to Toothless. She turned over from her work table to the set of assorted powders, looking for a suitable color to represent his artificial fin.

She narrowed it down to red and blue. Red evoked strength, courage, and danger. Blue stood for wisdom, freedom and trust. She thought to who Toothless was to her. He was stubborn as well as determined. Overall a mystery, still unknown.

'_He's defiantly a 'red flag',_' she smirked, lifting the crimson dust from its pot. Placing clean water into the porcelain bowl, she washed away the black pigment. Clear of black paint, she poured some red pigment into the dish, adding a few droplets of walnut oil before mixing. Once the powder and oil combined into paint, she dunked the bristles and shaped the fin to the surface of the metal. With the project complete, she took an overview of it in its entirety. Metal coated the face in a fanning pattern, concealing the cut edges in the wood which held a crossbow. A secret compartment on the rim held a mini catapult and the hub equip with a grappling line. It was a weapon within armor. She couldn't fight dragons, but at least with this she'd have self-defense.

"Looks good. What's that new metal you've been working with?" Gobber leaned by the doorway.

"I'm calling it 'Gronckle Iron', because of its toughness. It's strong but doesn't add weight like regular metal," she said walk towards him, shield in hand. "You're welcome to the rest if you'd like."

"I might just take you up on that offer," he gazed at the icon. He had never seen a dragon of its likeness. It gave off an enigmatic vibe, he couldn't put his finger on it. "So, what now?"

Hiccup trailed to the saddle and fin. She needed to be able to stay atop of Toothless as well as wear gear to keep her strapped. Pulling the fin open was the easy part, the goal now was to gain control of the movements. "There's been something I can't quite figure out on my own. Do you think you could help me out with it?"

He smiled. He loved her questions, "Of course! Fire away."

"Okay, so remember yesterday how we had a talk about flight and fins?" Gobber gave an assuring hum. "I wanted to replicate the movements, and so far I've figured out the force needed. But I'm still having problems gaining control over it," she began pacing around the forge. "I've tried using high movements but the angle was off, so I used a more balanced angle but the movement was too forceful and lagged. I fix one problem while gaining another."

Gobber thought for a while. Lately Hiccup was showing interest in flying, which wasn't too odd. Everyone at some point or another dreamt of it. To touch the clouds and have that sense of freedom like on other. He mused over her findings, "Have you tried a pulley system for the stability? See, pulleys station in place while allowing rope to glide with minimal effort. It's like hoisting a sail, it lets you change directions depending on how the force is applied."

She eyed Gobber with amazement, drinking in all he had to say. To some, he might have had a few screws loss, but not to Hiccup. He was ingenious. Teaching her all she knew about smithing and leather work and apparently, she still had much more to learn. "Yes, a pulley system could work perfectly. Here, let me draw out what I'm working on."

Without going too much into detail, like helping a dragon-fly again, she drew the basic shape of her current system. With a few modifications, they were able to come up with a design that mobilized via foot levers. Thin, flexible cables replaced bulky rope and small metal pulleys would allow swift changes in directions. They stared in awe at the ingenuity of the piece, combining simple machines to form a device of mobility.

"Woo, this was a doozy," Gobber went over to sit down. He was enjoying the mental exercise, it was much more exhausting than physical combat. When he and Hiccup were on the ball, they went at it till the end.

"Yeah, but it's a flawless design," she was panting from the vigorous brain stimulation. "It's aerodynamic and light. Thank you so much for the help, Gobber."

"Don't mention it. There is one thing I want to ask. Why the sudden interest in flight?"

She bit her lip. She trusted Gobber more than anyone, but how could she tell him she was using this to help the enemy. It was difficult.

"I've been thinking about possible human flight?" she was more so convincing herself rather than Gobber. "If we found a way to harness the ability to fly, imagine the opportunities it brings. Shorter travels, double the trade maybe even global exploration." She looked out to the bright blue morning sky, "There's an entire world out there, just waiting to be discovered."

Hiccup had persuaded herself much better than she anticipated, a warm smile on her face. Her morning fishing trip really broadened her horizon. No more was Berk her beginning and end, the world was her oyster. Far off lands and people with cultural gaps. She wanted to bridge them of all and become more in touch with what the world had to offer her.

He stared at her wondering eyes, full of dreams and hopes. How could he possibly tell her that her role as heir would deny her this new ambition? The goal of winning her father's heart, pushed to the side to reach for this impossible desire. He couldn't shatter her hopes, she was still young. For as long as he could allow it, he'd let her pipe dream.

"That sounds like an incredible thought. I'll be rooting for ya," he hopped up making his way besides her to eye the bright endless blue.

...

With the new modifications complete, Hiccup went home to grab her document tube to store the cables and other gear needed for the saddle. On her way back to the forge, she could hear the echoing mutters of a familiar voice. She paused, listening for the source of the sound, making her way towards the well. Peeking inside, her heart nearly skipped a beat from the sight.

"Gustav!? What are you doing down there?!"

He lifted his head, his lower half submerged. Thankfully the well was still shallow despite the past two days of rain. "You know, hanging out," he sighed looking up to Hiccup.

No doubt in her mind, Snotlout had a hand in this. If he wasn't tailing Aarne, he was picking on defenseless Gustav. "Hold on, I'll grab the rope and pull you up," she searched for the rope and bucket usually by the well but found it to be missing.

"Don't bother looking for the bucket, Snotlout threw it down here," he held out the bucket and rope to verify his claim. Sometimes Snotlout's pranks were outright horrid. Hiccup was steaming, he had no right to bully Gustav.

"Toss the bucket end to me, I'll fish you out." He complied and after two failed attempts to throw it to her, she finally caught the bucket and pulled the rope up to the surface. With the rope in hand, she held onto it firmly. "Tie the end around your waist and when I start pulling, you start climbing up the wall."

He did as told, forming a tight knot and fitting himself through it to his midsection, "Got it!"

Confirmed he was secure, she began tugging at the rope slowly railing him in, placing her left foot to the stone well for leverage. She could feel her skin bruising from the pulling as well as from the rope burn. It hurt, but letting go would send Gustav back to the bottom of the well and she couldn't let that happen. Seeing his helmet as Gustav drew close to the edge, she held her blistered hand out and Gustav reaching for it. She pulled him out forcefully, knocking her to the ground with him atop her in her arms.

They were both panting. Hiccup's arms and hands felt sore and Gustav's back and legs pulsed wildly. Catching her breath she asked, "What happened?"

Gustav held his head low, "I was walking by this morning and accidentally bumped into Snotlout. I told him I didn't mean it, but he said I need to learn respect. So he threw me down the well and tossed the bucket inside just for an added measure."

Her heart sank. She knew what it was like to be picked on, ridiculed for being small and weak, it hurt. Sometimes it was verbal, other times it was getting stones thrown at her when the adults weren't looking. The harassment usually came from Snotlout and the twins. Throughout her childhood, she never voiced out her suffering, feeling she was partially to blame for the treatment. She was different. But Gustav, he was like them. He wanted to be one of them, he was one of them. It wasn't the way he was supposed to be treated.

She tightened her arms around him, "I'm sorry."

He sank into her embrace, he hated being treated like a nobody. Like a 'hiccup' almost. He could only imagine what she had to go through growing up. She loosened her hold on him and lifted the two of them up. His pants were soaking wet and his fingers were wrinkled like prunes. "Is your mother home?" she asked looking to his eyes as they turned away.

"No. She's out to find the nest with the others."

She stayed silent for a moment, "Are you alright on your own?"

"It gets lonely sometimes, but I'll be fine," he shook the excess moisture from his pants, still dripping. "Thanks, Hiccup."

"No problem. Please promise me you'll head home and dry off, I wouldn't want you getting sick," she didn't want him to go through the same cold she had yesterday. She bent to his height so their eyes were leveled.

"I will." He started walking off before turning back and placed a quick peck on her cheek, "Thank you for everything, Hiccup." He smiled, running off home leaving Hiccup surprised but beaming sweetly from his action. Gustav was a kind child, she was sure he'd grow to be a kind man. Lifting herself up, she retrieved her document tube and pressed to the forge to collect her gear.

Not too far off, Aarne watched closely over the two of them. He was shocked when she pulled Larson out from the well but burned with seething jealousy at the sight of their embrace. Even more so envy boiled over when he kissed her. It was a little peck, but it was enough to send his emotions overboard.

He was only passing by and happened to spot her. Questions began spiraling his mind. Who was her 'special someone'? Was she feeling better? What was she up to? He wanted to find out, but keeping an eye on her was what got him on her bad side. _I should have just kept my mouth shut_, he constantly told himself. Now seeing her and Gustav so cozy caused him to wonder, _Is he...no. It was a friendly kiss. Even he has more of her friendship than I do._ For now, he'd try not to let this bother him. He had more important things to attend to. He needed to talk with Gobber, but first he needed to let out some steam. He lifted his axe and made his way to the forest.

...

Hiccup made her way to the cove and peeked inside. Toothless was napping, curled into a tight ball. Before reaching the cove, she practiced her Night Fury howl softly. _Here it goes,_ she thought as she crouched under the shield. She straightened her posture, took in a deep breath and let the call slide out of her mouth naturally. It echoed off the stone walls, bouncing the Night Fury cry back and forth.

Toothless shot his head and scanned the perimeter. There she was, a glowing smile on her face knowing she mastered his call. He ran to her side, eager to continue with their training. She giggled as he nuzzled his snout to her tresses, "Haha, I missed you too buddy." She walked over to a boulder and set down all the items she carried with her: the fish basket, the document tube and her shield. Turning to face him, she unbuckled the saddle to add-on the modifications.

Taking it off, he lifted his hind leg and twitching at the air. Noticing this she laid the saddle to one side and planted her palms to his backside. She scratched behind his neck, letting her nails graze the scales on his body. He purred and leaned into the motions, the sensation of her blunt talons gentle massaging his collar felt heavenly. He thought back to the fawn when he followed her and how it seemed so entranced by her touch. He understood why the little guy kept begging for more.

_Oh yeah, right there. Yeah. Little faster, baby,_ his voice rumbled in ecstasy, her fingertips frisking his armor for his weak spots. He lifted his neck, leaning onto her caress. With the underside of his nape exposed, she took one of her hands and lightly rubbed the area with one touch. It was enough to take his breath away. His eyes rolled back as his lids closed, his muscles slacked and he landed flat on the ground. He took a relaxing catnap, cooing the whole time.

Realizing he was taking a siesta, Hiccup unpacked the modifications and assembled them to the saddle. She worked slowly, still managing to finish before he arose. Looking over to his sleeping form, she took out her sketchbook and drew his sleeping face. He seemed at peace, like nothing in the world could get him down. She took several renderings of him before he stretched up. "Welcome back. Enjoy yourself?" she chuckled as she finished the last sketch.

_Hey don't blame me, you've got the magic touch,_ he snorted.

Closing her book, she opened the basket of fish, lifted the new saddle and strapped it to his form. While he gorged on his meal she fastened the cables to the fin than onto the foot pedal. She tested the movement by lowering and raising the pedal and sure enough, the fin fanned with minimal effort. _Gobber, you're a genius._

"Ready to take this for a test drive?" she gave him a firm pat to his side.

He took the final bite of his meal and licked his jowl, _Let's do this._

...

With the rope she had used to pull the fin, she fastened it to a short log near a cliff just off the cove. The wind was picking up, bringing the warm airs of the east. They had a perfect view of the bittersweet golden hour. Toothless spread his wings when Hiccup climbed on, allowing the breeze to lift him off the ground. It wasn't flying, but it was much safer than their previous test and fall sequence. Getting comfortable, she angled her left heel downward on the pedal. The action gave off a click before opening the fin. She marked it onto a sheet of paper she clipped to Toothless' saddle. Changing angles, she was able to mark six different positiosn which either angled their flight pattern or closed and opened the prosthetic. They felt confident they had made significant progress in a single day.

He closed his wings and soaked in the warm glow of the setting sun. The colors of the sky changing from aquamarine to citrine. If he could pause this moment, with no one other than Hiccup around, he could die a happy dragon.

"One more run?" she placed her palm to his collar.

He opened his wings once more. A powerful gust of wind whistled past their ears before the sound of a snapping line broken their concentration. Toothless let out a loud roar as his body flew back into the forest. Lifting himself, he heard a soft wail coming from Hiccup as she dangled from his saddle. She tugged at the line connecting her and the saddle. The metal hook connecting her by her riding belt clamped shut.

"Oh great." She lifted herself and tugged at it once more, to no avail. "Looks like we're stuck together, bud."

They slowly made their way to the cove by foot, the forest too dense and the wind too strong to fly around. It was mostly quiet out, with the occasional song of a cricket would come and go. It was once they were closing in on the cove did they feel the earth tremble beneath them. They stood still, Toothless giving out a low growl, "What is it?"

_Nothing good._

Whispers echoed in the air which had gone flat. The hushed sounds were drawing nearer to them. Suddenly the sound stopped. The silence seemed to last for hours till the earth exploded from underground, revealing a dragon with rotating fangs and piercing white eyes. Hiccup was frozen. She remembered this dragon from the manual, "Whispering Death."

Toothless tensed at the mention of its name. He was prepared to strike before he realized he and Hiccup were attached together. If he instigated, he'd run the chance of putting her in danger. He had to think quickly.

He wasn't quick enough as the Whispering Death launched its spines at them. Toothless managed to yank Hiccup out-of-the-way but not without taking a spine to his hind leg. He let out a roar in aggression rather than pain, "_You got some nerve shooting at me, Death!_"

"_Don't flatter yourself, Fury. I was aiming for the child,_" it swirled its thin tail slowly.

Toothless let his anger overwhelm him. It was one thing to threaten his life but nobody messed with Hiccup, not while he was around. He lunged forward and tackled the Whispering Death to the ground, Hiccup still attached to him. He kept to his right side, blocking her from the sharp spinning teeth and spikes of the Whispering Death. She tried to stay away, but they kept tumbling around. Toothless flapped his wings, trying to get airborne but with no lucky.

"_What's this? Human break your fin?_" it taunted. While in midair, the Whispering Death lashed its tail to Toothless. Sending him back several feet, he shielded Hiccup with his wings as they collided with a large tree. The impact pushed the spine on his leg further into his flesh while Hiccup's head ached. He opened his wings. She was alright, for now. Still on the hunt, the Whispering Death tunneled underground.

Silence.

Hiccup began to panic. Not just for her life, but for Toothless'. He couldn't get away or fight with her around. She was in his way. Before she could lift herself, the whispering returned. Growing closer to them. It emerged once more, flailing its tail like a whip, "_Just let me kill her. I'm sure she'll make a suitable meal for the prince, scrawny as she may be._"

He couldn't lift himself up, his leg in too much pain to apply pressure. He could blast it, but he had a limited number of shots and at this range he could easily hurt Hiccup. The Whispering Death drew close, fast. Unleashing its rings of fire at the both of them. Toothless braced himself, trying to wrap his wing around her but the Whispering Death's flames were too close. He felt the heat wave engulf his body.

...

Giving a satisfied growl the Whispering Death circled around as the smoke cleared, "_Should have just let me kill her, now she's burnt to a crisp, haha._" Just when it was sure it was victorious, the sting of a rock collided with its eye. Taken aback, it looked down to the Night Fury, a round shiny disk over it. Underneath it, the girl was alive, unmarked by its flames. It grew angry. This human had the nerve to attack it. Not for long.

Toothless stared in awe. She was alive. Her shield protecting her from its fire. "You okay, bud?"

He couldn't answer, he was too entranced by her sudden change in demeanor. Usually she was timid and gentle. Now she had a fierce look in her eyes. She was scared but she was ready to protect herself and to his shock, him.

The Whispering Death roared, darting at them. Hiccup held her ground, she wasn't going to allow this dragon to push her or Toothless around. She'd defend him with her life if need be.

The light from the setting sun bounced off her shield and onto the eyes of the oncoming dragon. It stopped in its tracks, wailing in pain, "_My eyes!_"

_It doesn't like the light,_ her eyes widened.

"_You wretched little witch! Enjoy that shield because I'll be tearing it off your body soon!_" furious, it stormed to her.

She didn't know what to do, the sun and its angle couldn't reach the dragon and she was running out of time. The Whispering Death lowered itself to the ground and dragged its spiny body along the hard sediment. Hiccup lowered her shield and let it fall to the ground. Toothless watched in horror as the shield bounced several times, "_HICCUP!_"

She extended her palm out. Sensing the drop of the shield via earth vibrations it stopped near her hand. It took several sniffs and sneezed, "_Ugh, sweet grass._"

"I'm not afraid of you," Hiccup's voice was firm while still holding that sweetness Toothless knew so well.

The Whispering Death was confused, _What is she talking about? Of course she is. I'm a Whispering Death._

With the Whispering Death so close, Toothless launched forward and locked his jaw onto its tail. The loud roar of the Whispering Death echoed in the air. It flailed around, lifting both off the ground. After a while, the Whispering Death tired out. Hiccup and Toothless landed on the ground, covered in dirt and leaves. She panted wildly, Toothless still attached to the Whispering Death. "Toothless, let it go! Now!" she pulled on his neck.

He refused to let go, even tightening his jaw strength on the tail. The only thing on his mind was protecting Hiccup. She wasn't strong physically but she had the kindest of hearts. Even after the Whispering Death attempted to kill her, she refused to let any dragon get hurt. "_I'll let her go when her cold dead body is between my teeth._"

"Toothless. Please, let go," she pet his nape softly, whispering faintly. "I don't want there to be any more bad blood between our kinds. This isn't worth hatred." Hiccup felt like a hypocrite, she had done the same to Aarne. He was only doing his job, and she snapped at him for it.

The Whispering Death overheard her words. She wasn't interested in harming dragons? From the hives' teachings, all humans were born with the natural instinct to kill. Red Death warned of interactions with them. He told them to kill them on sight, for their own protection. This girl, she wasn't trying to kill her. If anything she was protecting the Night Fury, and now her. It was a noble act, a reckless act but still humane. She was loyal to those in need, a protector. A small human was protecting her from a Night Fury, one she risked her own life for. If a dragon was one thing, it was honor bound and she'd trust this human.

Toothless released the Whispering Death slowly. A fresh bite mark on its scales. She curled her tail close and lay motionless for some time.

Hiccup stroked Toothless, still growling at the injured dragon in front of him. He turned over to look at Hiccup, his eyes dilating and his expression softening. He let his anger dictate his actions and it nearly cost her life. He leaned into her touch, "Hey bud, you had me so worried there for a while. Good to see you're still you." They stared into each others eye's, he felt calmer.

"_While I hate to interrupt, whatever this is, I have a question,_" the Whispering Death groaned.

Toothless looked over to her, still aggravated, "_What?_"

"_Who's she?_"

At first he thought the Whispering Death was referring to Hiccup till he noticed her white eyes on something behind them.

They all looked behind, Hiccup gasped deeply, "Gothi."

...

Gothi had been gathering herbs when she had heard the loud cries of dragons. She looked over to the far side and witnessed a black dragon slam into a tree. Held in its wings, was Hiccup. She watched as fire hauled towards her body. She ran to her but stopped once she saw the flames glide off to the side from a metallic shield Hiccup pulled forward from her back. There was a second dragon, a Whispering Death. Hiccup launched a rock to its face and it dug under before trailing to her. Gothi was in utter disbelief when the dragon halted just from Hiccups raised palm. When the black dragon took a bite onto the Whispering Death's tail, sending it and Hiccup flying in the air attached to each other her eyes widened. She thought this couldn't get any more strange till she witnessed Hiccup relax both dragons.

Both still, till they all turned to her.

She was speechless, more so than usual. In all her years' she never dreamed of this, a dragon and a human working together. Slowly, she made her way towards Hiccup, a look of terror on her face.

"Gothi, please, let me explain," she began, pushing Toothless to the side. "I shot down this dragon. But when it came down to it, I couldn't kill him. I'm helping him get back home. They're not monsters. I'm sorry for everything, but please don't hurt him or the Whispering Death!" Her knees fell to the ground as she hid her face. Tears of shame rolled down her eyes. Here the village elder, authority to the tribe equal to her father, now knew her secret. She was waiting for something. Rocks, a slap, even bitter silence, but not a soft tiny palm to her forehead. She looked up to Gothi, smiling kindly.

Gothi knew Hiccup was special, she wasn't one to harm or hate. The future rested on her shoulders, it was a heavy responsibility. Witnessing her shield a dragon, one harmed by another proved to her Hiccup was not just a protector of her people. She was a defender of those in need of it, human and dragon alike. Hiccup couldn't kill, it was easy to kill. It was much harder to forgive and trust. Hiccup gained that from the dragons and her.

She traced her staff onto the ground. Hiccup stared at it, only understanding "Change" and "Destiny". The Whispering Death leaned forward to the elderly woman and young girl, reading the writings on the earth before inscribing her own.

'_Do you honestly believe this child can change the destiny of man and beast?_'

It took a moment for Gothi to process that the dragon was communicating with her in ancient tongue via its tail. Once she composed her mind, she spoke back in etch, '_Yes, but not alone. She has him._'

'_The Night Fury? Some men may change, but not all. And certainly not all dragons._'

'_True. I can sense a powerful shift in the world. I believe it begins with them._'

The Whispering Death and Gothi stared at each other and gained an understanding, they were both old and had seen the harshness of their kind. The olden ways it seemed, were fading.

Hiccup rose as both Gothi and the dragon chatted, till they both stared at her and Toothless. Both then inscribed the word "Secret". Her eyes blinked several times, making sure she read correctly. Gothi was going to keep this to herself.

Gothi knew the consequences of such act of treason. Hiccup would be stripped of her name, home and life on Berk. Sent out into the world to die. And that was if the village was generous to her. Consorting with the enemy like this, she'd be beheaded, her body torched for all to see. Hiccup didn't deserve such acts. Her fate was yet to come.

Easing up, Hiccup raised her palm to the Whispering Death who allowed her to touch its snout. With her other hand, she took Gothi's palm and slowly connected both elders together. They felt that instant connection, the link in kinship. Dragons and humans were never meant to be enemies.

"Thank you, Gothi. You won't regret this," she reached out for Toothless who purred softly. "You wouldn't happen to have a knife on you to cut this cable, would you?"

Gothi shook her head before reading the inscription the Whispering Death had left, '_They've been like this since I met them. Strange things these youngsters do._' She gave a cheeky chuckle before Gothi tapped her staff to her head.

She motioned for Toothless and Hiccup to follow, the Whispering Death following behind. Taking a step, Toothless groaned. Noticing his pain, Hiccup turned over to see the spine deep in his flesh, "Oh no, you're hurt." She placed her hand on the spine, looking over to him. He gave her a nod and with that she pulled it out. There was no blood, but it left a deep indentation in his leg. "I'm so sorry," she reached out to hold him.

_The important thing is you're safe._

...

They had reached Gothi's hut before the sun disappeared. She treated Toothless' and the Whispering Death's wound before turning to Hiccup's blistered palms. Before she could treat them, Toothless ran his tongue on them, healing them before their eyes. She explained to Gothi that her injuries from the previous day were gone thanks to him, which she was grateful for. After a few more words and the sky turned dark, Hiccup and Toothless crept out into the night, leaving Gothi and the Whispering Death to chat over old times.

"Hiccup," a man passing by greeted her as he made his way home. She waved to him before pulling Toothless along to the forge unnoticed. When they entered the forge, it was quiet, Gobber was most likely sound asleep upstairs. Toothless placed his head into a bucket. Once realizing it was empty he tossed it to the side, clanging swords and tools together.

"Shush," Hiccup hushed at him with her finger to her lips. They made their way further in, shielded from view. With the little moonlight that crept in, she grabbed an old metal file and tried to pry the closed hook open.

She was nearly complete when the sound of a familiar voice called to her, "Hiccup? Are you in there?"

It was Aarne. This was not a good time but she couldn't allow him inside. She hushed to Toothless once more as she put on an apron and climbed out the window, closing it behind her as she exited.

"Aarne. Hey. Hi Aarne. Hi Aarne. Hi Aarne," she grinned trying not to look too suspicious. "What can I do ya for?"

He wasn't too sure what to say. She seemed nervous. "About yesterday night, I'm sorry," he began. "I should have respected your privacy. I need to draw a line between following an order and letting you be."

She looked to him. She had said some terrible things to him, he didn't deserve that. Hiccup had let her anger guide her words. He was only doing what he was told, and she snapped at him for it. "Yeah, me too. I was kind of a jerk. You were only doing what you were asked to." She looked up to him, the moonlight shining in her eyes, "Do you think you can forgive me?"

He was lost in the glow of her eyes. She felt bad for what she had said. He wanted nothing more than for them to regain their friendship, still wanting more than that from her. He looked to the shell around her neck, "I forgive you. You know, I don't just look out for you because your father asks."

Blinking her eyes a few times, she didn't understand what he meant. What other reason would there be?

Toothless was peering over the side the entire time, still out of sight from the young man talking to Hiccup. He stood tall, dominating. He looked exactly like a Viking and he held in a growl. This was the type of Viking he hated. The kind that killed without a second thought.

Studying his body language, his eyes widened when the Viking stepped forward to her, closing the gap between them. What made his insides heat up was when he realized the guy was leaning in to kiss her. There was something about this gesture that sent Toothless into jealousy overdrive. Hiccup didn't seem to see this coming, even leaning back when he approached her.

_She's mine!_ He had enough. Talking to her was barely acceptable, trying to steal a kiss from her was forbidden. Not wanting her lips to touch his, Toothless pulled himself away from the window. It pulled her back to the window, away from the young man and with a firm tug he pulled Hiccup through the window and to his embrace. He held her close, glaring at the still closed window giving a resentful snarl. He didn't know this human, but he already didn't like him one bit. Hiccup was his, and he wasn't going to allow a Viking pretty boy to take her from him. He motioned for her to climb onto his back which she obeyed fully, still confused from Aarne's actions and ran out the opposite end of the forge to the outside.

Opening his eyes, Aarne noticed Hiccup had disappeared. He turned side to side and then to the window. From the slight creak, he saw a tall dark figure, toxic green catlike eyes glowering at him. He had never seen those eyes before, they were dangerous. He lunged forward and opened the window but the shadow had vanished.

Hiccup was gone as was the shadow. Were the two connected?

...

Toothless ran through the forest like a jaguar, grumbling under his breath. Once they made it near the cove, Hiccup activated his fin and he flew into the high opening. Landing, she got off and gave a firm tug to the cable which was loosened enough for her to slip off the hook. The force had her fall to her behind. She laid there for a moment, thinking about the entire day. It was smooth at first, then got bumpy near the end. She sighed, it was an eventful day.

She flinched when Toothless placed his paws between her head, hovering over her. His chest puffed out and his breathing heavy. He wanted to protect her, hide her away from the world. She was his. He was a dominate creature and wanted her full attention. Their eyes met intensely, not separating for anything. She reached out under his jowl, "Thanks Toothless. I'm glad you're safe."

He loosened up. His eyes dilating and face softening. She wasn't leaving his side for anyone. "We should rest up. Tomorrow we start flying," she lifted herself and walked to her things. She gathered everything before making her way to the exit, Toothless seeing her out. Tossing the basket and document tube over the shield and rolling her Gronckle Iron shield under it, she bent under to exit. On the other side, she picked the items up and turned over to Toothless, patting his jowl and leaning in to give him a sweet kiss to his forehead. "Sweet dreams, Toothless."

She walked away, leaving his stomach fluttering with butterflies.

_They'll be sweet with you in them._


	13. Chapter 13

_Hello again. In this chapter, Hiccup learns to fight, fly and fall. The next chapter will be released in 7 days due to time scheduling and work. I do apologize for this, but it is out of my control. Posting this chapter 5-21-2014. Thank you and please enjoy._

...

He dreamt of never-ending fields of sweet grass. Each strand mildly gliding against his dark husk, curled a top the fibers while the sunshine warmed the subtle breeze. Toothless let out a satisfied breath, letting his anxieties melt away. The sound of the gentle wind fifed his ears till the loving call of Hiccup roused him from his rest. Looking up she was standing not too far off from him, the gale dancing in her russet hair. Her warm smile and forest eyes welcomed him.

"Toothless," she raised her arms out.

He ran to her side, pressing his cheek to hers. She felt soft and held the fragrance of meadows. Extending her arms, she encased his neck to a caring embrace. His heart sped from her touch. He felt safe and cherished with her. They stayed like this for some time, allowing the air to fly around them till she released him and walked off in the distance. He trailed behind her yet with every step he took, she seemed to be moving farther from him. It was almost as if the air was weighting him down.

The aero heavens and sunglow turned ashed, grey clouds veiling the light. The world was dark. From the void, six eyes flashed, crimson with rage. Red Death slowly inched his head through the soot cloud, a fiery glow in his jaw. He looked over to Hiccup, her arms held out to him. His orbs scowled in disdain at her form. Toothless called out to her, pleading for her to return to his side but she was too far out to hear his cries.

He watched helplessly as molten fires escaped the tyrant's mouth, engulfing the meadows ablaze reaching Hiccup who remained motionless, burning alive. His insides cringed, he pulled his body towards her but couldn't move, his paws cemented to the ground. The only thing he could do was watch as his beloved sweet grass torched in front of his eyes. She slowly turned around to face him, a big smile plastered on her face. It wasn't the familiar delightful expression he loved, it was a sinister grin that stuck terror in his heart.

"Toothless," his eyes shot open from his nightmare. It was all a dream.

He rose up, panting heavily as he looked around for her. She wasn't there. The morning sky was barely fading to light blues. Her voice seemed so close, he could almost feel it. Yesterday's incident had him on edge. Hiccup had risked her life for him and when it came done to it, lowered her only means of defense. Sure, the Whispering Death had stopped, but what if it hadn't. Defense alone doesn't win battles. Hiccup needed to fight, a shield wouldn't protect her forever.

Toothless shivered the entire time. She was too trusting. Not all dragons would accept her open arms. He couldn't always be there to guard her from the world, the best he could do is give her the skills needed to survive. He'd train her to fight.

...

Hiccup stretched out her arms in a chipper mood. She couldn't remember a time when she felt so excited for the day to begin. She hopped out of bed, walked to the bathroom, undressed, and sank into the tub allowing the lukewarm water to kindle her spirit. Extending for the sweet grass cleanser she looked at it closely before a thought occurred to her.

_All these years I've been cleaning myself with dragon nip._ She giggled at the thought. _Maybe I should switch it up,_ she placed the sweet grass back and grabbed a different bottle, _Seagrass_. While she loved the sweet grass cleanser, she wondered if it confused dragons like Toothless. Maybe he was only so trusting of her because she smelt of something familiar. She tried not to think about it as she lathered herself with the seagrass, lacing herself with the crisp scent of the ocean.

Finished with her bath, she dried off, dressed and headed downstairs to prepare breakfast. She had nutmeg porridge with nut milk topped mixed seed and raisins, a hash browned potato and turnip and a cup of white tea. Breakfast eaten and dished washed, she grabbed the fish basket and satchel before walking out the front door. She made her way towards the docks, very few people were up so early which made it easier for her to get fish.

"Mornin' Hiccup," she smiled as Bucket and Mulch walk asides her to the pier. "Back for another fishing trip?"

"You bet. I really enjoyed it, you don't mind do you?"

"It's a pleasure havin' you aboard. Not many women enjoy fishing here, so it's nice to see someone take interest." They all boarded the vessel, Hiccup hoisting the sail and Mulch untying the boat from the dock. Once the sail caught the breeze, she sat beside Bucket and began rowing the ores. The action seemed easier than when she had done it yesterday, her arms building the strength needed to stroke the paddles. When they reached a suitable site, they dropped anchor and lowered the sail. "To be honest, Hiccup, you'd be the last person I'd guess to help with fishing, considering you don't eat any," Mulch said as he tossed the net into the water.

She knew how odd it must seem to them. Here she was, an herbivore, fishing. "Well, I don't eat fish, but I know it's important to the village. Even though I'm different, I want to help out wherever I can," she looked to the waters below as she pulled one side of the net up.

Bucket held back a tear as he and Mulch listened to her. Hiccup helped in more ways than she realized. She helped keep inventory of the food storage, forged weapons and tools, designed machines, leather worked, helped out in the Great Hall for feasts, now she was fishing. It was a tall order for someone destined to become chief, once she claimed the title her work load would double. They rarely ever saw her turn down a request for anything if it benefited the tribe. She'd just smile and work her hardest. It was what was expected of her as heiress, but was it what she wanted? They knew she loved working in the forge as well as leather mending, but she enjoyed art, literature and mathematics. Once she took her place as chief, those joys would be things of the past. It was disheartening, she had to grow up so quickly, and had little time to savor her freedom as a youth.

"Do you like fishing, Hiccup?" Bucket asked as they pulled the net full of fish onto the raft.

"Actually, I didn't when I was younger. Dad used to take me after mom disappeared, but I only wanted to ask questions and do other things. I don't think he enjoyed fishing with me because after a while, he just stopped taking me," she paused trying not to let the hurt in her voice show. "Now, I wish I spent more time fishing with him. I guess this is my way of making up for lost experiences." It was true, despite her real purpose for fishing was to feed Toothless, she wanted to go back and relive those memories. Maybe do things differently.

"For what it's worth Hiccup," Mulch rubbed her shoulder, "we've appreciated your company. You're an honorary fishermen in our book. Anytime you need to get away from it all, you're more than welcome to join us."

She smiled brightly, "Thanks guy. That means a lot to me."

"Here," Bucket went over to an old chest off to the side of the boat and pulled out an old blueprint. "This was my great-grandfather's fly rod design. He never got around to building it, neither did any of his kin. I want you to have it Hiccup, I know you'll make my great grandpa proud."

She reached out for the parchment once the net was cast on the ship and the fish were placed in the baskets. It was a simple design. The rod consisted of separate ferrule ends that connected together, the handle elongated and curved to a hands natural grip. A hook keeper and three guides lead to the tip-top, all a lined perfectly for an accurate cast. An opening for a slim spool reel where tightening caps screwed it in place made for a smoother catch. The design was brilliant, light and elegant.

"Wow. Thanks Bucket," she marveled at the draft. If she had a rod of her own, she could catch fish for Toothless herself without drawing too much suspicion. With the fishing complete, they returned to the island. Back on the pier, Hiccup was handed her ration and made her way to the forge to quickly make herself a fly rod.

...

Toothless waited restlessly, pacing back and forth before she entered the cove.

"Toothless," her sweet voice broke his trance. He bolted towards her, inspecting her closely. She looked alright. Flesh still intact and not on fire. Her scent was different, like the sea. It still held a sweetness to it, confirming to him her natural aroma was earthy. He savored this new smell. If she had smelt of sweet grass, he may have panicked thinking his dreams could come true. Seagrass eased his worries a bit. "Good morning, you're up early. Excited about today's training?" she laid the basket of fish to the ground.

He nodded taking several bites out of a salmon. Lowering her document tube and shield, she walked over to the bucket and processed to water her garden. Checking on their leaves and weeding a bit before he finished his breakfast. He stood beside her and nudged her back slightly. She turned over, his eyes intense, _Flying can come later. Right now we spar._ He nudged her again, earning his a firm "No" but he persisted trying to get her to understand.

"Toothless what is up with you today, it's like you wanna pick a fight with me," she pulshed his snout away from her side. He gave her a firm nod, her head tilting to the side. Her eyes widened, "This is about yesterday when I dropped my shield."

_Yes_, he purred, bringing his snout to her palm.

She rubbed his snout and gazed into his eyes, "I'm sorry for worrying you. You wanna train me to fight dragons, right?"

He confirmed her suspicions by giving her a shove, knocking her to the ground, _You need to work on your balance._

Hiccup lifted herself up, she was used to getting knocked down and not fighting back. There was no way she'd be able to take down a dragon, let alone Toothless. He had the built of a fighter, she had her work cut out for her.

He lunged at her again. She dodged his attack but was sent to her backside by his tail sweeping under her. Hiccup got to her feet and held her little fist out. She wasn't expecting to actually hit him, but it was all she could do. His paws extended to her form in a swiping motion one after the other towards her. Ducking under every swipe, she leaned forward and delivered a punch to his left side. It was a miserable excess of a punch, almost ticklish to him, he had to hold back his desire to laugh but she notice. "Oh come on, it couldn't have been that bad."

_N__o you're wrong, it was hilarious!_ he let himself chuckle.

He could tell she really tried with that punch, but it was too adorable to be threatening. She puffed her cheeks and walked over to the document tube she carried with her and pulled out the handle end of her fly rod. She walked back to his still laughing form and gave a firm pat to his backside with her staff. He turned over, seeing her armed with something. It was serious now. He gave her a devilish smirk before he pounced at her again.

They wrestled, rolling around on the dirt after a few good hours of fight play. She would strike him with her rod; he would whip her side with his tail. He finally pinned her down, his paws holding her forearms. Toothless like this, seeing her struggle, not like the first time he held her down. Then, he intended to kill her and she just laid there ready to die. He wanted her to fight to survive and she was doing so now. Kicking his underside, growling for him to let her go. The look in her eyes wasn't fear or malic, it was joy. A huge smile on her freckled face. He regretted ever wishing harm to her. If he had eliminated her, he'd be trapped on the island, starve to death or maybe caught and killed by the other Vikings. Without her, he'd be lost.

Fidgeting beneath his grasp, she inched one of her arms free and raised it to his jowl. Giving it a hearty scratch, his knees buckled and spine tingled. Ready to fall, Hiccup pushed onto his chest forcing him to land on his side. With both arms freed, she dove a top of his laxed torso, pushing him on his back. He looked up to her as she pinned him. She may be small and weak but she was quick and clever, using his weak spot. He had to admit, she put up one heck of a fight. She'd block his attacks and advance with her cork and alloy staff. The hits weren't hard but they were solid enough for him to know she took the training seriously.

Hiccup giggled as their eyes met. She was relishing in the experience of standing up for herself, it felt good. She knew Toothless would never harm her and this was as much a game as it was practice. With him, she felt sound. "How'd I do?" she panted, rubbing his scales earning her a groan of acceptance and a twitching of his leg.

He softly wrapped his paws around her waist, _Not bad Hiccup, not bad at all._ Leaning forward he lapped her face several times before she wiggled herself out of his hold.

"Toothless!" Back to her feet she wiped her face of his saliva getting most of it off. He bellowed at her efforts as he got up, rubbing his snout on her hair. "Haha, alright then. Thank you," she cuddled his head. "Ready to fly?"

He positioned himself so she was directly in front of the saddle. Before she climbed on she grabbed the end of the fishing rod which she dropped as they wrestled and the rest of the document tube. She attached the tube onto his saddle with extra straps, parallel to his body. He gave it a curious look, "Don't worry, it's for later. For fishing." Hearing this brightened him up as she climbed aboard, taking to the skies.

...

"Okay there bud, we're gonna take this nice and slow," she gave him a reassuring pat to his side. Low clouds traced the air as they glided on the current. She wasn't afraid of flying like the day she was sick, she could feel the breeze pull her hair back, whispering on her skin. Looking over her cheat sheet, she pointed over to a diagram she wanted to execute, "Here we go, Position: 3 no 4." She tilted the pedal, releasing the fin.

Toothless looked back, then grumbling towards the horizon, "_Let's do this._" He began to tilt his body, testing out he's maneuverability and gave a hard thrust forward flapping his wings. Hiccup turned over to view the fin. He motioned from side to side till it stabilized.

"Alright it's go time, it's go time," she pushed downward on his saddle, letting him know to head down. He let out a roar before guiding them towards the sea. She press to the saddle, the adrenaline in her blood pumping as she felt the change in altitude. For a moment she felt heavy, like the weight of the world was on her shoulders then the weight lifted and she became ethereal. Toothless dove close to the water, evening out and headed straight for a tall broken mass of land with a sizable gap under it. He sped up, tilting so his left-wing grazed the cool salty waters.

"Come on buddy, come on buddy!" she encouraged him as they raced, nearing the gate. They looked up to the bridge connecting the gate, gulls flying above them as flicks of sea water caught the sunlight, casting an array of the spectrum. Hiccup beamed as they made it past the gate, "Yes it worked!"

They press onwards, Hiccup and Toothless heading straight for a pillar, too close for her to turn fully. Toothless braced himself, clawing at the rock and bouncing off.

"Sorry!"

"_Whatever,_" he groaned. Again, they collided with a neighboring column. She pulled back but it was too late, this time getting him on the side.

"That was my fault"

He flicked his ear to the side of her head in irritation, "_Attention! Pay it, Hiccup!"_

She shock her head, "Yeah yeah, I'm on it. Position: 4, 3." She adjusted her foot before grabbing the rail on the saddle and pulling it up, he followed the motion and rose to the clouds. With several strong heaves he was past the top of the mountains of Berk. He allowed his tongue to flop out, letting the taste of freedom and troposphere enter his mouth.

"Yeah! Go baby!" she felt the rush of adrenaline once more as they inched higher toward the heavens, passing the highest clouds. "Yes! Oh this is amazing! The wind in my..." before she could finish, the sheet of paper flew off the clip, free to fly off wherever the wind took it. "CHEAT SHEET!" She reached out for it, the hooks attaching her to the saddle holding her in place as the sheet rustle in the breeze, "STOP!" Right after she said that, she caught the parchment.

Toothless halted, thinking the altitude was too much for her. His wings spread he let the final amount of kinetic energy pull him forward. The action pushed the hooks off the supports , sending her into the air. It felt like an eternity before they both realized what had happened, their eyes catching each other. Their breaths paused and their eyes were wide in shock. As the next second went by, so did they.

"AAAHHH!"

"_HICCUP!_"

Toothless fell faster toward Earth, letting out calls of panic. Hiccup tried to balance herself out. The rush of it all faded quickly as terror engulfed her mental state, "Oh gosh! Oh Gods!" Balancing herself only send her hurling faster out of the heavens. She fell onto his wing, crawling at it to stay put, but the pressure from the plummet sent her sliding off instead. "Oh no!"

"_HICCUP! HANG ON!_"

He dove towards her, not yet balanced himself but the only thing on his mind was getting to her before it was too late. "Alright, no you kinda gotta angle yourself!" she called out to him as he spiraled near her. He tried desperately but couldn't, he had no control. His tail and wings whipping around for some sense of support. Dunking away from his tail she struggled to reach out for him, "Okay no no-no, come back down towards me! Come back down, Gwoow!" His tail collided with her face, sending her off course. Toothless turned to see her, her hand on her cheek. He struck her. From behind her, he could see the mountain top, they were running out of time.

Angling herself she managed to return to course and glided towards Toothless. He managed to hold his angle long enough for her to reach out for the saddle. Hiccup stretched as far as she could, centimeters away from grabbing it. She finally managed to get a hold of the side, pulling herself to it and repositioning her body to a seating position. She placed the sheet between her teeth and grabbed hold if the saddle with both hands. Her body back on, she took one of the metal rings and hooked herself back on. They made it back together, now all they had to do was make it out of this alive.

With her foot on the pedal, she opened the fin, giving Toothless the stability to even out. They were coming in too hot, the forest line drawing closer with every millisecond. She pulled up, desperately trying to prevent them from crashing. Feeling this, Toothless spread his wings, slowing them slightly but not enough to stop them from accelerating any more than they already were. Up ahead, fog covered pillars of stone, it was either fall to the trees and die or head into the cloudy zone and die. Their options were limited.

"_DO SOMETHING!_" Toothless backed up slightly, still racing towards the rocks.

Hiccup pulled the sheet out from her mouth, examining her options. The paper flapped in the harsh wind, making it illegible. She wasn't too sure if it was right side up or what position was which, but she had to do something, fast. She looked up, meters away from the first stone towers. Her split second option: she tossed the paper aside and went with her instincts.

"_YOU DID NOT JUST...!_" he called out, hearing the sound of parchment in the breeze. A second later, he heard the click from the pedal and focused towards the walls of stone, _No turning back._

Despite the low visibility, they sped though the field of stones with so little as a scratch. Hiccup switching between gears and guiding the movements with tugs and pulls. Toothless flying all his focus forward, trusting Hiccup to get the both of them out safely. Passing several structure, docking and rolling, they made it to a clearing, the fog slowly fading away. Soon they could see the blue skies, the sunshine kissing their faces. Hiccup had been panting the whole time. They did it. The realization and the rush swept her as she raised her fist to the heavens, "Yeah!"

Toothless, thrilled as he was, let out a plasma blast. A shot of blue light escaped his mouth, enveloping the air in front of them. He relaxed his paws and let his tongue hang loose as the azure light clocked them.

She arms fell to the side as they headed straight for a ball of airborne fire, a disgruntled look on her face, "Come on."

They let the flames case their bodies, emerging reborn as one mind.

...

After their flight test, Toothless landed them by a bed of stone and long rock towers on the shoreline. They needed to rest up. She unhooked herself and placed her foot to the ground, her weight coming to her as she fell to the ground.

"That was fun," she panted on the cool solid ground.

"_Define 'fun',"_ he laid next to her, exhausted.

He looked to the ground then to the sea. If she had fallen to the ground, it would have been horrible but if she had fallen into the ocean, it would be terrifying. She couldn't swim. Falling to the ground, she'd die instantly. No pain. In the waters, she'd slowly drown, falling into the darkness of the blue. The though sent a shiver down his spine.

He got up and pulled at her shirt sleeve. She lifted herself as he motioned towards the waters, her sleeve still between his teeth. "Toothless, I can't."

He continued to tug at her clothing, careful not to tear it. She pulled it back and curled her legs, wrapping her arms around them, "I can't swim."

'_ know, that's why I'm gonna teach you,_ he leaned forward and licked her bruised face. He didn't mean to strike her and he knew she understood it was an accident. He went behind her and pushed her up, leading her to the water line. It was until he let her go and raced foward to the waters that she realized what he was up to. She had never had anyone offer to teach her, it brought a smile to her face.

"Alright, but I can't go in like this. Give me a minute, you go on ahead," she turned back toward the rocks and proceeded to undress.

Toothless had let himself go into the waters, letting the cool tides sweep him away. He enjoyed swimming when he got the opportunity to do so. It was a change from flying. In the clouds he was weightless, his wings and fins doing all the work. In the waters he let his powerful paws paddle him into the blue. He dove and returned to the surface of the water, turning towards Hiccup. His smile faded as he noticed her bare backside, ears falling. He could tell even from the distance they had between them that she was covered in spots from head to toe, like dark stars on a pale sky. She had feminine curves, hidden by her clothing. When she turned over, she bared a smile making her way towards him. He couldn't help but gaze upon her body slowly, running his eyes from her feet to her chest where his eyes stopped and widened with apprehension. Racing out of the water until he was face to face with her, breathing heavily at the sight of her right breast spotted darkly with purple and yellow bruises. He let his tongue out and wiped the area clear of it, a tinge of nervousness creeping down his spine as he felt Hiccup resisting and moaning slightly from his caress. He lapped her tender flesh dotingly, secretly relishing in the way she tried to cover her sweet voice and flustered face him with her delicate hands. Once he was assured the markings was gone, he stared into her eyes and let out a demanding exhalation, pressing for her to explain.

She pressed her lips together before confessing, "The day I was bruised and cut, I was at the arena. It's where we..." She hesitated, but he knew what the arena was made for. He had heard stories from other dragons how Vikings would capture some of them and kill them for sport. She continued, "I was in training with other Vikings my age, but I was sick and not focusing on the lesson. One of them fell on me, bruising and cutting me, the one we met yesterday at the forge, Aarne."

He now had a name for the person who tried to steal Hiccup away from him. This pretty boy made it on his list of people he hated, his name right above the Whispering Death.

He gave out an aggressive snarl, Hiccup cooing him down.

"No-no, it was an accident. I wasn't paying attention. I didn't want to hurt dragons, I couldn't." She walked over to her satchel and pulled out an old book, "My mentor, Gobber, gave me this book after he told me I was to leave training. It holds all the information on dragons we know about." She flipped though the pages, releasing the smell of old blood of human and dragons. "My duty now is to classify and study dragons, but this, the Dragon Manuel shows you guys as demons. I want to change that because I know you aren't." Hiccup lowered the book and placed her hands to the sides of his face, "I'm gonna help show the world you're our friends, not our enemies."

He rubbed his face closer to her hands, he wasn't too happy she had gotten hurt but was glad to hear she wasn't going back there again. She didn't belong there. She belonged with him, by his side. He pulled back and motioned his head toward the sea, which she followed after him into the never-ending field of blue expanse.


	14. Chapter 14

_Hello again. In this chapter, Hiccup meets a few new dragons as well as another person learning her secret. Next chapter will be posted in 3-4 days' time. Posting this chapter 5-28-2014. Thank you for your patience and I hope the chapter was worth the wait. _

...

She nearly had to beg Toothless to allow her to remove his saddle and tail, but with some pleading and reassurance that he'd get them back, he allowed her to set it onto the shoreline. He felt naked, more so than usual without them. The fin had stayed on him since the day Hiccup put it on, without it, he felt like less of a dragon. Hiccup however encouraged him to go forward, never once making him feel pathetic or pitied. He admired that about her.

Back into the water, they began the swimming lesson. They had first started with breathing exercises and once she relaxed, he led her deeper into the ocean.

_That's it, keep moving your legs. You're doing great_, Toothless held his paws out with Hiccup holding onto them while kicking at the water's surface with her feet. _Keep your chin up, Hiccup, _he raised his chin higher for her to mirror his actions. _Atta girl._

Leaning in closer, he trailed his tail to her back, angling her body so her legs were submerged. She gasped slightly, not from his touch, but because she was managing to keep herself a float. Moving her body closer to his, he desperately tried to lead his focus to her face rather than her supple body just an arm's length away. From the angle, he got a clear view of her front side. Small and slender, her skin like porcelain accented with black spots for decoration. He gulped loudly, trying to pry his eyes from her naked body. This was the first time he'd ever seen a human nude, but knowing the person was Hiccup somehow made the experience comforting while at the same time taboo.

Hiccup, fully unprotected, in his grasps all to himself. Under normal circumstances, this would never happen. The way he was now, gave him a rare opportunity to be so close to a human. And to top it all off, the human had to be this adorable female Viking.

He felt a devilish smirk cross his face at the sudden realization of it all. _I have her all to myself._

Toothless gave her a quick snort, letting her know he was going to release her hands.

She was adamant at first, "No, Toothless, don't let me go."

He chuckled as his paws separated from her as she paddle vigorously, _Don't worry, I'm never letting you go._

Closing her lids tightly, she slowly opened them, her arms floating in front of her as she bobbed with the current. She wasn't drowning. Hiccup looked up to Toothless, chirping amusingly at her efforts. She was a fast learner.

Confident in her abilities, Toothless began stroking his arms and legs through the water, keeping a close eye on her as she circled around to follow his movements. Seeing her eyes glued to him, he turned over and began to back stroke before diving, emerging on the opposite side of her.

She shot him a cynical stare and a playful grin once she turned to face him. "Oh, well now you're just showing off."

He closed the gap between them, placing one paw to her stomach and the other to her shoulder. He then began to lean her body back to a horizontally position, tapping her shoulder for her to begin stroking. She complied, raising her arms above the water, slicing through it repeatedly. Once Hiccup was sure she'd gotten the hang of it, she propelled herself forward with no restraint from her teacher. She sank a little at first, but managed to stay up.

She was finally swimming.

He watched in awe as she escaped from his grasp for several feet before maneuvering herself around and back to him. Holding his arms out, she swim straight into them, grabbing hold of his neck and embracing him kindly for his teachings.

He felt warm inside. Whether it be from the physical workout or her body pressed onto his, he wasn't too sure. For now though, he'd enjoy the feeling of her in his arms, letting the waves rock them calmly.

_Ready to dive?_ he purred lovingly as he signaled for her to inhale a breath.

…

The underwater world was breathtaking. Sunlight pierced through the water making it shine like thousands of small diamonds glittering the waves. Sea grass blanketed the ocean floor as small schools of herring played around in the blades. There were large clusters of coral branching out in bright shades of reds and violets. Every now and then she'd spot a turtle grazing on the ocean floor while starfish slowly wriggle their appendages across stones and bodies of sand.

She'd resurface for air then dive back in to see more of this strange new world, with Toothless not too far behind. He watched as she dove deeper into the blue, touching the tips of sea grass and dancing with the occasional harbor porpoise. She seemed so curious and content with her surroundings. It brought a smile to his face knowing she'd now survive and thrive if ever she was sent into waters.

He strayed from her for a moment, a patch of dulse catching his attention. He had seen man eat this variety of seaweed, and knowing Hiccup's diet, he picked a bushel before turning back to her. The sight before him nearly had him release the air from his lungs.

_HICCUP!_ He torpedoed to her as fast as he could, praying he wasn't too late.

…

Hiccup was too busy observing two small crabs duel to notice the tall shadow hovering over her till the crabs darted away under a rock. She could feel hard underwater breaths behind her, pushing her hair forward. Slowly turning, her eyes glued to those of an emerald Scauldron. She kept still, knowing if she panicked, she'd risk losing the little oxygen left in her lungs or she'd frighten the sea dragon to attack. She barely blinked as the creature inched closer, sniffing her underwater scent.

The Scauldron could pick up the trace fragrance of sea grass on the young female. True to his sea-loving nature, he was curious about her. Not many humans trailed into the waters with no armor, this one swam about like a care-free seal. He opened his jaws, chattering to her what her business was in the blue, knowing fully she could not respond in her condition. He waited.

The blunt teeth in its mouth caught her attention. From stories she heard as a child, Scauldrons had razor sharp fangs that could take the flesh and bones off of unsuspecting fishermen, stealing their catch and lives. While she was sure about the fish part, she wasn't convinced about the killing aspect. If there was one thing she knew about dragons, it was that they ate certain things: Toothless eating fish and Gronckles eating rocks. Perhaps the diet of a Scauldron consisted of fish as well? Its blunt teeth reminded her of the ones in humans, designed for both animal and plant life. If she wanted to know for sure, she'd have to experiment.

Slowly, Hiccup let her body sink down to the field of sea grass and tore off a good handful of blades before presenting them to the Scauldron who eyed it closely. Once he made the assessment she was providing him an offering of peace, he gladly ate the salty green, lowering his head for her to touch his snout. At her touch, he could sense a strong connection, a unity between the land of the sea and earth.

_I bid you welcome, young one,_ he stretched his head forward and lifted her up with his snout. Her body raised, he ducked his head under her feet and drove her body up to the surface for her to finally breathe in air. She kept her balance as the cool waters left her skin and she was introduced to the warm air above. Taking in a deep breath, Hiccup looked down below where Toothless had resurfaced as well, calling out to her in a frenzy.

"_HICCUP! Don't worry, I'll get you down_!" He turned his attention towards the tall long-necked sea serpent. "_Alright, I don't know what you want with Hiccup, but you're gonna have to go through me before you try anything!_" he bared his teeth and unleashed his talons, ready to attack.

"_Calm down, my good fellow, I mean no harm to the girl or you for that matter, Night Fury. Mere curiosity is all that brought me to these shores, and I can see my travels have not held anything less of astonishing._" The Scauldron held his head high, keeping the child clear of the ill-tempted young Striker. It seemed queer to him why a Night Fury, known for their aloof nature, would take such interest in a human's well-being.

This isle's shore was indeed a quaint site.

The Scauldron's words were doing little to alleviate Toothless' mood, but aggravating an assault was not a good idea, considering Hiccup was a top his head.

"I'm alright, Toothless, I'm coming down!" she stepped back and lunged forward, extending her arms out as she fell from the dragon and into the sea, diving like an agile seal before resurfacing near her worrying companion.

He reached out for her protectively, scanning her body for any signs of bruising or scald marks. Fortunately for the Scauldron, she was unmarked and for now, so was he. Toothless snarled at the water dragon, bringing Hiccup in for a shielding embrace, "_Alright, she's off of you. You can leave now._"

The Scauldron merely chuckled at his demeanor and actions, enjoying the strange behavior of the two. "_Do forgive me for my lack of social etiquette, Toothless, was it? The sea can be a lonesome maiden. Please, do allow me to start off with a clean introduction and atone for my scandalous behavior._"

"_Thanks for the offer, but we'll pass, we're kinda busy here,_" he wasn't too keen on this dragon calling him by his name. Strange how he know associated his breed name as secondary and 'Toothless' as his true name. He pulled off to lead him and Hiccup away when he felt the soft rub of her hand to his crest.

"Be nice, bud, he wasn't going to hurt me." She loosened herself from his hold and looked towards the Scauldron. "It's very nice to meet you and thank you for helping me up to the surface."

Bowing his head, the Scauldron accepted both her thanks and introduction. "_Well, it's nice to know there are youngers who still have respect for their elders, even those of different origins._" He gave the Night Fury a cheeky grin who responded with grumbles under his breath.

"_What's that lad? I couldn't quite hear you, annunciate,_" he teased Toothless.

"_I said 'bite me' old lizard!_' Toothless growled.

The Scauldron gave out a cry of laughter from the youngster's rebellious attitude. He could see the girl soothe him down, calmly whispering reassuring words to him. She was definitely his voice of reason.

"It's okay, Toothless, let's all be calm. I think that's enough swim practice for today. What's say we do a bit of fishing?" Hiccup circled her index finger over Toothless' chest. He wasn't too happy the lesson was over but at least fish would take his mind off of the old geezer.

"_Fishing sounds like an excellent sport, I know this quaint little spot not too far from here with prime catch,_" the Scauldron invited himself.

Toothless shrugged his shoulders, an apathetic expression on his profile. The sea dragon couldn't take a hint, could he?

…

After an abundant catch with the Scauldron, Hiccup fishing with her rod atop Toothless' belly as he floated and the Scauldron netting fish in his mouth, they returned to shore before waving farewell to their new friend. Although Toothless found the elder's taunts annoying, he had to admit the location was choice and seeing Hiccup so relaxed fishing made the experience worth it. He managed to keep the dulse in his grasp and handed it over to her.

"Dulse, for me? Aw, thanks, sweetie," she leaned in and pecked him right by the ear, sending them flying up in joy. She walked over to the document tube and put her fishing rod away before examining her clothing. When she had taken them off, she failed to notice the obvious scorch marks on the front and sleeves.

_Guess I'll have some extra laundry to do when I get home_, she giggled before shaking off the excess moisture from her skin, still lingering with the perfume of the sea. Satisfied with her dryness, she redressed and picked up Toothless' riding gear.

He hopped when she put them back onto him, the weight on his fin feeling whole again. They laid down on the heated stone ground, the breeze picking up causing Hiccup to shiver. Noticing her shaking form, Toothless let out a fire blast onto a dry piece of driftwood near them in an attempt to keep her warm as he snuggled right beside her, shielding away most of the chill.

With his catch in paw and her seaweed drying on a stick by the fire, they paused for a moment admiring the bright blue sky. The sun was alright high, indicating midday. As of far the day was rather promising. She managed to build a fishing rod and was able to use it in both combat and catch. She and Toothless, touched the heavens as well as the deep. Most of all, they made a new friend, learning a bit more about Tidal class dragons and their natural habitat.

Sparking an idea, she reached out for her satchel, pulling out the Dragon Manual as well as her sketchbook. Looking over the pages in the manual, she stopped at her desired location.

"Scauldron. Sprays scalding water at its victim. Extremely dangerous, kill on sight." She mused over the words for a moment. _If you show the Scauldron you of are no threat, it won't attack._

She turned over to Toothless, happily eating one of his haddocks, smiling before adding her finding into her sketchbook and imaging the Scauldron as she recalled.

'_If you want to approach a Scauldron, douse yourself in water and have plenty of sea grass or fish. They like anything that reminds them of home. Speak gently, remain calm and don't be afraid._' With the image complete and her information filled, she closed her books and reached out for her now dry, toasted dulse.

Toothless had looked over to her while she was writing in her book, he saw the picture of the Scauldron, wondering what was going through her mind when he floated right beside her. He had only left her alone for ten seconds but it was enough time for a wild dragon to sneak up on her. If she had smelt of sweet grass rather than sea grass, would he have harmed her? He wasn't too sure.

_Gotta keep her safe_, he vowed to himself as he processed to regurgitate the head of a cod. He knew she didn't eat fish, but it was the gesture that he wanted to get through. That he'd provide for her like she provided for him.

She looked down at the fish head, then back to Toothless who shied his eyes for a splint second before returning the gesture. "Thanks, bud. You too." She gestured her stick towards him. With that settled, they dug into their lunch, till the sounds of multiple chatters prompted them to stop.

In the distance, several small dragons flew towards the shoreline, straight for them. Hiccup lowered her dulse, reopening the Dragon Manuel trying to find the image of the little creatures. Landing on the stone floor, the dragons crept closer, aiming toward Toothless and his meal. He let out a defensive growl, shielding what was rightfully his from the scavengers.

A red one approached first, Toothless gritting his fangs at it, causing it to stop in its tracks. This however, did not deter a green one to snatch away the cod head, dragging it and setting it down observing the strange closeness of human and dragon. Distracted, a yellow one snuck underneath to grab it, ensuing a brawl between the two. The green one lifting itself on its hind legs, small vapors of smoke escaping its mouth before igniting a line of fire at the yellow dragon, running away.

"Stocker Class: Terrible Terror. Smallest dragons known to Viking-kind. These dragons hunt in flocks and together can carry away livestock as well as subdue even the strongest of Vikings. Their line of fire is accurate and can melt off the faces of its victims. Extremely dangerous, kill on sight." Hiccup brought back her sketchbook and drew in the Terror, taking note of their jaws, lined with tiny teeth.

With Toothless seeing the two Terror fight, unimpressed, a forest colored Terror with reddish-brown accents managed to snake behind him and take a fish. Turning to the sight of a fish, dancing up before the little thief revealed himself. Toothless locked onto the head of the haddock, pulling quickly on it leaving only the scaly fin end in the Terror's mouth. He swallowed the fish whole before drumming in laughter at the younger dragon.

Annoyed, the Terror sip out the fin and prowled closer towards Toothless. "_So, wise guy, huh? Well two can play at that game."_ He inhaled, readying to set out fire onto the Night Fury.

Hiccup backed away slightly, Toothless blocking her with his leg. He merely smirked devilishly at the little thing, _You best take note of this, Hiccup._

The Terror on his hind legs now, leveled with Toothless, chattered before releasing his aggression. _"Face the wrath of the Terrible!"_ Unfortunately for the smaller dragon, Toothless fired a tiny shot of blue flame into the Terror's mouth, inflating the tiny creature before dropping him to the ground. Trails of smoke left his mouth as he wheezed out his final words. "_…terror._"

He wobbled off defeated, his eyes foggy from the smoke escaping his jaws.

"Huh, not so fire-proof on the inside, are ya?" Hiccup watched as the tiny dragon staggered. She leaned closer to Toothless, taking a small herring from his pile and tossed it over to the Terror for his efforts. "Here ya go." His eyes cleared up, immediately taking the gift whole. He turned over to the smiling girl who kindly gave him a meal.

She sat back down, Toothless giving her a stunned look as the Terror purred, slowly making his way to her side, nuzzling her arm and curling besides her like a lazy house cat. _Bad, Hiccup, now he'll never leave,_ he groaned before turning his attention back to his food.

The other Terrors had left, leaving their comrade with the Viking and Night Fury. He vibrated lovingly as Hiccup circled her palm over his side. His behavior opened her eyes to a new reality. "Everything we know about you guys, is wrong."

Feeling more comfortable, the Terror lifted himself and perched himself onto her lap before circling around it and taking seat. He had never been this close to a human without trying to steal food from them. This one offered him something to eat, even allowed him to get close affectionately. He closed his eyes and let her smooth his spines gently.

Finishing his meal, Toothless looked over to Hiccup, eyes wide at the terrible sight of a Terror on her lap so familiarly. He knew this little guy was no threat to him physically or intellectually, but his heart hurt seeing his Hiccup so caring to other dragons. Sure it was great she connected with them to the point where they saw her as nothing but a sweet girl, he just wanted to be the only one with her. He wanted that smile to be only for him and those bright eyes looking solely to his. Now he had to share with a tiny Stocker, not on his watch.

He stood up and took the Terror by the collar, tossing him to the far side of the shoreline where he bounced several times before stopping confusedly. Hiccup looked over to the Terror and raised to check on him before Toothless grabbed her by the waist, pulling her into his hold.

"Hey! I don't know what is up with you today, Toothless, but you've been acting rude to other dragons lately." She pushed herself slightly from his grip but he wasn't about to release her so easily. She wondered why he was behaving so bitterly, first with the Scauldron and now with the Terror. She felt she was making progress with her studies, bonding with other dragons and learning from them. When it finally hit her, she gave a slow sigh as her hand reached out for his paw.

"Toothless, I know you're trying to protect me but I'm trying to learn about other dragons. I'm going to get close to them and form bonds with everyone I can, but," she kneeled down still in his embrace. "I'm never going to look at another dragon the way I look at you."

His breathing hitched and his eyes shot to hers. They glowed brightly, a glow meant only for him. At sight of them, his heart thumped wildly and he couldn't understand why.

Hiccup reached out for his cheek and rubbed it softly, "I consider you my first best friend, and I hope you might as well someday."

Leaning his cheek deeper into her touch he felt a smile grow on his lips. In all his years, he never had a friend, friendship was something difficult to find in a hive where everyone competed to stay atop and away from Red Death's bad side. And even though he was always on the top, something so meaningless like friends would just soften him, making him weak. With Hiccup, it only seemed to make him stronger, even more protective. _I'd like that a lot,_ he purred sweetly as their cheeks collided together.

He loosened his grip and she ran over to the Terror, still lying confusingly in the sand. She lifted him up, bringing him close to her chest which he cuddled next to as she returned towards Toothless. He gave a little pout, noticed by the Terror.

"_Jelly, bro?_" he chattered as he leaned closer into Hiccup.

"_I'm not jealous, you're annoying._"

The Terror danced in Hiccup's hold, moving his arms in and out as he face Toothless. "_Night Fury jelly! Deep in his belly!_" He repeated his chant and dance several times before it was out of his system.

The fire from the driftwood was dying out from the wind. Feeling her body quiver, the Terror released a flare towards the wood, reigniting the flames.

"A little sharpshooter, huh?" Hiccup bounced him in her arms. "I'm gonna call you, Sharpshot, you like that?"

He gave an eager nod, taking the name with honor.

She sat down beside Toothless who curled up to her as the three of them listened to the sound of the tide while Hiccup ate her seaweed with her friends.

…

The sun wasn't out yet when Gustav left home. It didn't matter to anyone he had, he was alone. He carried with him his satchel with a fish for later to cook, before going on a solo training mission. With him being too young for dragon training and not wanting to stick around in case Snotlout came around to pick on him, he ran into the forest.

He marched into the brush, deeper onto the evergreen far from the sight of the village. Once he felt he was in a good area, he looked up to a tall pine and with his bare hands, crawled his way up. He figured if he could climb the tree to the very top and see the world around him, he'd become stronger, maybe strong enough to get into training sooner.

A good way up, Gustav balanced himself on a branch, reaching out for one directly above him. The limb too high for his reach, he jumped up, barely grazing the bark. He tried once more, grabbing hold of it as he smile victoriously before the sound of snapping wood turned his smile into gritting teeth.

"Uh-oh."

Giving in to his weight, the branch broke, sending him down to the branch below, losing his balance and falling further below. He bumped onto several limbs, slapping him in the face before his satchel caught hold of a branch, stopping him in his tracks. Looking down, his vision blurred from being so high up. He tried to move, but that only loosened him a bit so he stayed still. If he moved he'd fall, if he stayed up in the tree he'd never get down. And being so far out away from the village, there was little chance of somebody passing by to recuse him.

"Great."

He stayed up there till the sun was high in the sky, giving up hope anyone would notice him missing and go out looking for him. Sighing for maybe the fifty-seventh time since he got stuck, Gustav heard the ominous sound of flapping wings. Staying quiet, he saw a black figure pass him, something on its back. "HICCUP!"

The figure stopped mid-flight and she turned towards the calling of her name, the voice so familiar to her. "Gustav!? What are you doing in a tree!?"

"What are you doing on a dragon!?" he tried not to move but he swayed from side to side at the sight. Hiccup, the most docile Viking on Berk, was on the back of a black dragon.

She panicked for words and an explanation for her actions. "Uh…I asked first."

He bit his lip before confessing, "I came out here to train. How am I going to get stronger if all I ever do is get pick on? So I started climbing this tree but got stuck on a branch instead." He stared at her, too frightened at the dragon to take a peek at it.

"How long have you been up there?"

"Uh, how long has the sun been out?"

Hiccup worried about him. She knew Gustav always tried his hardest, even when he wasn't ready for the task ahead. "Alright. Stay calm and we'll get you down, right bud?" she gave a firm pat to Toothless who grumbled under his breath. "Come on, Toothless, he's a friend."

He sighed, but figured he could help the little guy. They leaned in close enough to reach him, Hiccup raised her arm out to Gustav who desperately tried to grab hold of it. He leaned forward and so did his satchel strap leading him to fall further down the tree towards the hard earth.

"AAAHHH!"

"GUSTAV! DOWN, TOOTHLESS!" she lowered her hand down to Gustav's falling form, Toothless racing after him.

So close to the ground, Gustav closed his eyes waiting for the worst, only to not feel anything. He had stopped moving and he felt something grab hold of his right foot. Opening his eyes, his head was inches from the ground. He leaned his head up, seeing the dragon's paw securely holding onto him. Toothless tossed the small boy right side up, grabbed him by his forearms with both paws and dropped him down to the forest floor.

Gustav raced forward and turned back towards Hiccup and the dragon. She lowered him and hopped off to his side. "Are you okay? You're not hurt, are you?" She examined his face, cupping her hands over his cheeks before turning him around to fully check him.

"I'm fine, Hiccup," he reached out for her hands and held them down. "You have to answer my question now."

She looked down to him then back to Toothless who gave her a 'You're on your own' stare. What could she say? She took a deep breath and explained her story to Gustav, who stared wide-eyed as she told him of her bringing the dragon down, freeing him, keeping him safe and rebuilding his tail. He couldn't believe it, all his life he was told dragons were wild, unpredictable beast but hearing her tale and seeing first hand her ability to tame one, he was hooked.

"Wow. Is he mean?" he asked, looking to Toothless over Hiccup's body who stared back at him with big green eyes.

"Toothless? No, a bit protective, but defiantly not mean," she scotched aside for him to see.

He watched in amazement as the dragon lifted his wings wide as he approached. "Can I pet him?"

She looked over to Toothless to gauge his response. He gave the boy an odd stare but saw no harm in him. He was a Viking like Hiccup, but at his age, they seemed less menacing.

_They probably get them to hate us while they're young, just like us,_ he thought as he lowered his head to the little boy.

Seeing his response was positive, she gave Gustav the signal to rub his hand under Toothless' chin, which he did with great enthusiasm, bringing the dragon flat to the ground. He watched as he laid there, purring away as Hiccup brought her palm to his shoulder.

"Congratulations, Gustav. You just brought down a Night Fury."

He grinned widely. Gustav Larson, brought the unholy offspring of lightning and death to his knees with a simple rub. He didn't feel like a dragon killer, he felt like a whole new person. He no longer wanted to hunt and harm them, he wanted to ride one, just like Hiccup. He looked around while she kneeled next to her dragon, seeing a long scaly tail not too far from them. He beamed before racing towards it unnoticed by Hiccup and Toothless.

"See, he's a friend," she grinned at her relaxed companion.

_Kid's got spunk, I'll give him that,_ he chirped slowly lifting himself up.

"See, Gustav, we don't have to…Gustav?" she turn to him only to see him missing. "Gustav!?"

"AAAHHH!"

She heard his yell and raced toward the sound of her friends and in the same direction the roar of a dragon.

…

Gustav snaked behind a sleeping Monstrous Nightmare. He was an adolescent, with eggplant and corn colored scales. Slowly be made his way towards it and once he was close enough, pounced atop of him, grabbing hold of one of his long spine spikes. His action roused the Nightmare, wide-eyed as he turned to a small boy on his side. He narrowed his eyes and let himself ablaze, sending the boy flying thought the air landing his back to a tree. The Nightmare quickly crept towards him, letting out a powerful roar at Gustav, cowering onto the tree.

The scent of fish caught the Nightmare's attention, sniffing at Gustav's satchel. He watched closely as the dragon took interest in his bag.

It was then Hiccup rushed in to see Gustav on the ground and a Nightmare near him. "Stay calm, Gustav. If you panic, he might feel threatened."

He gulped, trying to remain calm, thinking he may have set himself in a dangerous situation.

"What do you have in your bag?" she asked seeing the Nightmare hovering his snout over it.

"A fish," his voice was slightly shaky.

"Give him the fish."

"But it's my lunch," he protested as he leaned away and held his arms over his face as the dragon approached closer.

"Gustav, I'll cook you a fish and whatever you want if we get out of this, but you have to give him the fish, please." She reached her arms out as she and Toothless slowly made their way towards him.

He either could give the Monstrous Nightmare his food or become food himself, he didn't like those odds. He reached for the fish and presented it out to the dragon.

"Good. Don't throw it, let him take it from your hand, trust me. Feeding time is bonding time."

He froze as the Nightmare sniffed the fish before taking it from his palm, not taking his hand in the process. Once the fish was devoured, the Nightmare's demeanor changed. He leaned down and tackled Gustav to the ground, playing with him with his snout.

From her angle, she thought he was harming Gustav and ran to him, the sound of laughter instead of anguish calmed her as she approached the two.

Gustave chuckled as he lifted himself by the Nightmare's snout. "Ha-ha, can I keep him, Hiccup?"

She gave him a stunned expression. "We can't keep dragons, Gustav, they're wild animals."

"Why not? You own one?" he pointed to Toothless who rumbled his voice.

"I-I don't own Toothless, I'm just helping him out of a bad situation. We can't just expect to domesticate dragons."

"You did, the guy practically loves you."

The comment sent them both into a frenzy, Hiccup blushing brightly and Toothless muttering that they were only friends. Their actions caused both Gustav and the Nightmare to smirk in a cheeky manner. He had meant it as an expression but their reaction was priceless.

"Do you think I can fly him?" he looked up to his Nightmare, seeing his hook like fangs. "Fanghook." The dragon roared proudly, he wasn't too happy about being woken up from his nap but this kid had spunk and he liked it.

"You want to ride dragons?" her face returning to normal.

He jumped up and raced to Fanghook's neck, making himself comfortable holding his horns tightly. Fanghook didn't seem to mind, he wasn't hurting him and didn't weight much. "Yeah, I do. If we can ride dragons, we wouldn't need to kill them. We could live in peace with them."

She liked the idea of being at peace with them but knew what something like this meant in their current society. She was adamant, if she taught Gustav she'd made him happy but also hold him as accessory to her deeds.

"Please, Hiccup?" he pleaded as he and Fanghook leaned in closer to her.

"_Please?_" Fanghook repeated, dilating his golden eyes.

"_You know you're not helping, right?_" Toothless remarked to him.

"_Yeah, but what's the fun if you can't break a few rules now and then,_" Fanghook shot smoke from his nostrils at Toothless, unfazed by his actions.

Hiccup sighed. "Alright. One lap, but after that we head back to Berk and talk with Gothi."

Gustav raised his body up over Fanghook's head. "Gothi knows?"

"Yeah. Looks like the 'Dragon Secret Club' just got bigger."
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He took a deep gulp before placing his boot to a triangle-shaped opening between the lines of freshly marked dirt. To his surprise, Fanghook tilted his head and let out a cheerful roar which urged him to continue forward. His march lead him to Fanghook's side, who pressed his snout to Gustav's cheek. He wrapped his arms around him, before being pulled up and out of the dance floor.

"Now what, Hiccup?" he asked, fisting his palms and held them out eagerly, ready for the next step.

"We'll start with a slow and steady lap around the pines, nothing too wild, you don't have anything to keep you secure on him yet." She placed her hand to Toothless' side, pointing down. He shot a plasma blast to the dirt, marking it black before Hiccup crossed the burnt soil with her boot.

"This will be your target to land," she turned over to Fanghook, Gustav already on his neck. "Guide him gentle by nudging on his horns."

He beamed down to his friend. "Ready, boy?" he asked excitingly. "Let's fire it up!"

Fanghook gave him a reassuring grin, ready to show him what it was like to fly on a Nightmare.

He spread his wings out and flapped to start. Gliding above the pines, Gustav looked down to the shrinking figures as they flew higher. He laughed and softly tugged on Fanghook's horns to make a right turn which he followed swiftly. They passed several trees, swooping low under fallen branches and tight corners with pin-point accuracy. The pace was mellow, both at ease with their first flight together.

Both however, were a bit impatient as they pressed faster thought the air, turning wildly and looping over trunks before heading for the target. Their added speed had them coming in too hot and before they could adjust, bounced onto the 'X' before tumbling forward several times, landing by a boulder.

Hiccup and Toothless ran to their side, thinking the worst, only to have Gustav jump out with a big smile on his face and dirt covering his clothing. "Dragon Rider!"

"Whoa there, you two, I thought I said slow and steady?" she giggled once she realized both were safe, dirty, but safe.

"That was slow and steady, just with a little extra, zing at the end," he hopped forward confidently. "You can't tell me you two took it slow and steady your first fly around."

Hiccup and Toothless looked over to each other from their peripheral vision before staring away at other things. Their first was less fun for her and more gut churning sickness. He felt bad for being selfish and careless with her life. Even their following flights tended to result in minor accidents here and there, but for what it was worth, they loved it all.

"Let's just say ours was a bit more, unconventional," she tucked her hair over her ear with Toothless nodding in approval.

"What's conventional about riding dragons?" the younger Viking and dragon rebutted, leaving their elders at a loss for words.

"Does this mean we can't tell anyone about this?" he continued, rubbing Fanghook on the underside of his jowl.

Hiccup fidgeted with her hands for a bit glancing to the ground knowing what had to be said, "I'm sorry, Gustav. If the others find out about them, they'll be driven away or worse. And if they learn that you and Gothi know, I could never forgive myself for dragging you two with me." She ran her arms around Toothless' neck for comfort. "The world isn't ready for this."

Toothless could feel her body tense up, she was frightened by the thought of losing everything. He knew that feeling all too well, his only remedy was knowing that she was there to be with him. But if he was to be taken away or killed. She'd never convict her two human companions, what would that leave her with?

She'd have no one.

"Alright, I understand," Gustav stared into Fanghook's gold eyes and turned away. "I guess this means 'goodbye' then?" Fanghook pushed onto him, not wanting for their first meeting to be their last. He really liked Gustav, they were similar in many ways. He didn't have a nest or a family of his own, and now that he found a brother, he couldn't be there for him.

"Go on, Fanghook, you're free! Go!" he tried to keep the tears from falling from his green eyes as he shoed him away.

Hiccup could feel a tug at her heart, Gustav finally found a friend other than her, someone who could defend and be there when needed. She stopped Fanghook as he was leaving into the forest. "Wait. Don't go."

He paused, turning back to the two humans and to Toothless. Hiccup placed her hand on Gustav's shoulder. "I can't let you do this, you two just bonded so well." Placing her hands to her hips, Hiccup let out a long and shallow exasperation, "I'll tell you what, you two can continue to see each other until I get Toothless out on his own."

Gustav's frown turned into the biggest smile she had ever seen. He ran back to Fanghook, who in turn ran back to him. As Gustav was going in for a hug, Fanghook opened his mouth and gently latched onto his small body, lifting him off ground. Gustav was frightened at first, till he realized he wasn't being eaten, just hugged between the jaws of a Monstrous Nightmare. He chuckled from the ticklish sensation of Fanghook's teeth on his skin.

Toothless watched in horror as the little boy was placed in the Nightmare's jaws. "_Fanghook! Drop him, NOW!_"

"_Bwut wi'm uugin im._"

"_Don't talk with your mouth full. Drop Gustav before I drop him out for you,_" he let out an assertive growl.

Annoyed, he let go of Gustav, placing him on his feet covered in his slobber. Hiccup looked over his body. "You okay?"

"Yeah, that was fun!" He turned over to Fanghook. "Let's do that again, ha-ha!"

Before Fanghook could open his jaws again, Hiccup interrupted. "Uh, why don't we head back to the village. We still need to talk to Gothi about all of this." She pulled his sticky hair away from his eyes. "And maybe get you a bath."

"'Kay, what about Fanghook and Toothless?" he looked over to the two dragons having their own conversation.

"We can take them to the cove for now, that's where I've been keeping Toothless. Well, that's where he followed me to, to be exact."

…

"_What were you thinking!? You can't go around putting kids in your mouth, I thought you were about to swallow him whole!" _Toothless felt like a scolding elder brother to the Nightmare.

"_Well, I wasn't. It's just what we Nightmares do when we're super excited. Or angry, it all depends on the situation, but that was a happy bite._"

Toothless let out a frustrated sigh. "_Just be careful alright," _he turned over to look at Hiccup who was talking with Gustav. _"Humans are a lot more delicate than they look._"

Fanghook followed his eyes to her, vaguely understanding what he meant. "_I don't think you give them enough credit. They're a lot stronger than you think._"

"Come on, you two," Hiccup and Gustav walked to their dragons respectively and mounting them. "Let's go to the cove, hold on tight, Gustav."

"Fanghook. Fire it up!" he called out before they all rode off towards the secret hideaway.

…

"You think they'll be okay there?" Gustav asked as they made their way to Hiccup's house.

"Don't worry, Gustav, they'll be fine. They're dragons," she reassured as she reached for the door handle, opening it and letting him enter first.

He walked in slowly. "I guess you're right."

He let his eyes wander the inside of the Haddock home. Not many people ever saw the inside of the chief's house, probably only Gobber. It wasn't too different in design from the standard Viking home, the main difference was the amount of shelving space, filled with jars of jams and spices, the many baskets full of fresh fruit and vegetables and the amount of cookware was much more extensive than the usual pot and pan.

"Why don't you take a bath, I'll wash our clothes and make us something to eat before we head over to Gothi's. Any food request?" she asked as she lit the fire pit.

He had nearly forgotten she promised him a meal and how hungry he was. He wasn't too sure what to ask for. "Surprise me, I'm not picky."

She walked over to him, leading him to her father's bathroom and setting up fresh water into the tub as warm water fell from the pipe. "There you go. Place your clothes in the basket and I'll have them done before you finish your bath."

He obeyed her orders and once undressed, hopped into the tub, washing out the dirt and saliva from his hair and skin. He had so much fun today. Hiccup showed him a whole new world with flight and unparalleled wonder. With Fanghook by his side for now, he wouldn't feel so alone. He washed himself well, got out, dried himself and to his surprise, his clothing was freshly cleaned and folded neatly on the basket. Hiccup surely was fast at chores.

He dressed up and made his way to the kitchen where Hiccup stirred a pot of stew. His nose followed the amazing aroma of spices and herbs. She turned over to see him make his way to the table and took two bowl, pouring the mixture into them before presenting him with a hot serving of cabbage and potato stew. His eyes brightened to the sight of a warm meal, his last being when his mother was leaving the morning of the voyage. Since then, he had to make due with whatever was served at the Great Hall, and fish he tried to cook. Taking his spoon, he scooped a good amount of potatoes pieces and cabbage before putting it in his mouth. Gustav's taste buds exploded at the flavors and spooned more into his hungry stomach.

"Haha, you like it?" she giggled seeing him devour his stew like a hungry Gronckle.

"It's delicious!" he managed between a bite.

"Well I'm glad, there's plenty for seconds. We can take the rest to Gothi. I wonder if the Whispering Death is still with her?" she looked into her bowl for answers.

After taking a gulp of his food, Gustav raised his head to Hiccup. "Gothi has a Whispering Death?!"

She managed a chuckle as she stirred her stew with a spoon. "It's a long story."

…

They made their way to Gothi's front door, a pot of stew in Hiccup's hands. Gustav knocked on the door, hearing various sounds of a struggle inside before it became quiet and the door opened a crack.

"It's me, Gothi, we need to talk, I brought some stew," she lifted the pot and smiled brightly, hoping the peace-offering would suffice.

Gothi opened the door, noticing Gustav by her side. She looked over to Hiccup for an explanation to which she weakly laughed. "Yeah, he knows."

The elder shook her head and motioned for them both to enter. She pulled on a sheet to the side of the room, revealing the Whispering Death, who remained motionless till she realized it was only the girl and a little boy.

"So she's still here. How have you two been getting along?" Hiccup ask, placing the stew to the table where she laid motionless two days ago.

The Whispering Death extended her tail and etched onto the patch of sand where the two elders communicated on, marking the word, 'Well'. They both had long talks since the girl and her Night Fury left. Stories of old and mystic ways lost in time or forgotten by the world. Gothi had even given her a name, Etch, considering their style of speech.

The four of them talked over their newly formed organization, a secret society who broke the Viking code and befriended dragons, training them and keeping them hidden from the people around them. Hiccup proclaimed if security was breached, that she would take full responsibility for the consequences, since it was she who kept her knowledge of dragons to herself till being found out. While the others disagreed, they knew they couldn't change her mind. She wasn't doing with for herself, but for the safety of others.

They knew in their hearts, she was their leader.

…

With their meeting coming to a close, Hiccup and Gustav made their way to the door, wishing thanks and goodbyes to Gothi and Etch.

Exiting back into the village, they could see the sun setting. "We should go and feed the boys before the day ends, but first let's head over to the forge. There's something I want to make for you and Fanghook." Hiccup led Gustav to the forge, Gobber nowhere to be found.

"Let's get started," Hiccup handed him an apron before putting her own on.

He adjusted the length and followed her as she entered a small room full of books, weapon blueprints, paint brushes and large lengths of leather. They measured pieces of brown leather and cut them out. She showed him how to punch holes into the material and sew the pieces together. While he continued mending the leather into one, Hiccup went over to the fire pit, lighting in up before placing old scraps of metal to be heated. When he was finished with the body of the saddle, she taught him how to temper and pound the metal into the shape of buckles and hooks before cooling them off in water.

Once the buckles were complete, he sewed them onto the saddle, placing the hooks onto the side. With Gustav working on his saddle, Hiccup measured out the scraps of the leather and made him a rider's belt. Work completed, Gustav stared at the saddle he created. He smiled as he drew himself to hug Hiccup tightly for teaching him about dragons and crafting metal and leather into art.

"Well, aren't you two a sight for sore eyes," they turned to Gobber, entering the forge with a limp in his step. "What's the occasion?"

Not able to hold in his excitement, Gustav lifted his saddle and showed Gobber. "Hiccup showed me how to make a saddle!"

He stared at the leather work, it was simple, but well-crafted with even stitch lines and straight hammered buckles. "Well, I'll be. Looks like we've got a junior apprentice on our hands, don't you think, Hiccup?"

She beamed. "I couldn't agree more. What do you say, Gustav?" she walked over to Gobber's side who placed his arm over Hiccup. "Want to join the blacksmithing business?"

His eyes widened. He couldn't believe what he was hearing, was he being offered the opportunity to work in the forge with Hiccup and Gobber? He knew Gobber could be picky with apprentices, he choose Hiccup because of her intelligence.

What could he offer? He wasn't too sure, but he wanted to join.

"Really?! Yes!" he jumped up high. This was the best day of his life.

"Splendid, alright, junior apprentice, you start your training tomorrow," Gobber made his way to the sword wall before spotting the recruits approach the window. He made his way to them while Hiccup and Gustav danced around in a circle over the great news.

"Let me give you the grand tour." Hiccup led Gustav around the workshop, showing him where the metal was stored, the weapons hung for display, her study where the design work took place and the fire pit where the magic happened.

"Wow. I can't believe this, I get to work in the forge," they both made their way out and towards the market where they bought fish for their boys.

"What's up with those two?" Tuffnut asked seeing them leave both carry off baskets of fish.

Gobber smiled brightly as he sharpened Aarne's axe. "Oh, just learned some good news."

…

Crawling under the shield with their baskets, Hiccup let out her Night Fury call, which Toothless called back to before running to her side. Gustav whistled, placing his index and middle fingers to his lips. Fanghook raise his head and seeing his 'brother', bolted to him, knocking him down to the ground and rubbing his snout to his belly.

"Hahaha, Fanghook! Stop!" he pushed him off, the basket of fish still closed. He got up and brushed off the dust from his pants.

They made their way further into the cove and spread the fish out for both of them. Toothless dove into his meal, Fanghook waiting for him to finish.

"What is he doing?" Gustav asked.

Hiccup tilted her head to the side. "I think he's waiting for him to finish eating." She walked up to Fanghook, placing her hand to his snout, "It's okay. This is your share, you've earned it."

Reassured, he dug into his portion, grateful for the meal.

"I guess dragons take food seriously," she remember how Toothless got when the Terrible Terrors came in and got very defensive. "Gustav, show Fanghook what you made for him."

He stepped forward and showed him the saddle. Fanghook lowered himself to Gustav's level, letting him know he was willing to let him put it onto him. He strapped it on and tightened the buckles, not too tight, but enough to secure it snuggly.

Fanghook couldn't see it, so he walked over to the water, looking at his reflection and roared joyfully at his new saddle. He snaked over to Gustav and gagged out a fish carcass to him.

"Uh, thanks?" he took the fish by the tail end, looking over to Hiccup for an answer.

She giggled. "Yeah, they do that sometimes."

…

Saying their goodbyes, Gustav and Hiccup walked back to the village, baskets in hand as well as Hiccup's gear.

"Hiccup, thank you, for everything," he looked over to her with a big smile on his face.

"You're welcome. I guess I ruined dragon training for you?" she felt genuinely bad. It had been his dream for so long and now he was exposed to a new reality.

"Are you kidding me? After this, I'd never want to be like them. I want to be like you, a dragon rider."

Her eyes widened and watered. She never thought anyone would want to be anything like her, her smile softened as well as her eyes. "Thanks, Gustav. Maybe one day, we'll be able to be at peace with dragons."

They went their separate ways as the moon rose high in the sky, ending the day, but starting a new hope and dream for the young riders of Berk.


	16. Chapter 16

_Hello again and thank you for your patience. In this chapter, trades occur, strength is shown, trust grows as well as feeling for two young souls. Next chapter will be posted in 4-5 days time. Posting this chapter 6-8-2014. I'd also like to give a very well deserved thank you to Warrior Nun for being a very kind and supportive beta reader. Thank you and please enjoy._

_..._

Salty sea breezes washed over the Archipelago as the morning sun rose to greet a new day. Life on the sea was a voyage of tales and adventure for Trader Johann, and today was no exception as he sailed his way to the isle of Berk, home of the Hairy Hooligan Tribe Vikings. It was always his last and most pleasurable stops of the isles, with its pristine waters, soft sanded beaches and not to mention his most coveted of weapons and blueprint dealers, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III.

Many a warrior far and wide have tasted the crafted steel and designers from across the globe marveled over the ingenuity of machines created by the Berk Viking. What they would say if they learned that the bearer of such wondrous tools was a delicate young intuitive woman and not a big, strong man like they all supposed? He'd never tell them though, it was always more fun to keep the truth to himself and they only knew her by her signature, _H. Horrendous_.

Now, back on the shores of her homeland, he wondered what curiosities she had in store for him and his traveling shop.

As he lowered his sail and secured his boat to port, a trail of villagers emerged from their homes and off the plaza streets to gander at the treasures within Trader Johann's ship.

"Ah, Berk, the prized gem of the Northern waters. It is an honor to be back in its presence," he extended his arms, welcoming the crowd onto his vessel. As usual, the mob headed directly for the weapons aisle, browsing his inventory of sharp axes and exotic blades from the far reaches of the East.

There was but one customer he was waiting for and until she arrived, he'd have to make do with the customers he had.

…

Hiccup reached her arms out to the ceiling as she rose from her slumber. Yesterday's flight and swim had her slightly sore but it was nothing she couldn't soak off with a relaxing morning bath. She hopped out of bed and undressed as she made her way into her bathroom. Taking off her tunic, she noticed the slight change in her skin. Once a milky paleness of skin now held a faint sun kissed almond hue. Hiccup wasn't usually out in the sun for long periods of time, due to her father's overprotectiveness as he kept her indoors as much as he could.

With her now being more active with morning fishing and flight training with Toothless, her complexion was bound to darken. She stepped into the vat of fresh water, allowing her muscles to loosen before cleaning herself with the sweet grass mixture. Dunking her head into the water, she listened to the quiet void surrounding her. It was different from the lively melody of the ocean, with its many creatures and plant life dancing along with the waves.

Returning her mind to the sanctity of her bathtub she rose from her soak and processed to dry off her tan body. Dressing herself with both her clothes and her bandages she made her way downstairs to begin her morning meal.

She had a spiced chickpea flour omelet stuffed with herb mushrooms and shallots, two pieces of sliced toast with a sweet apple spread, a bowl of strawberries and a cup of black tea.

Before she made her way out to go for her morning fishing trip, Hiccup gave the house a quick clean-up from top to bottom. With her chores complete, she grabbed her document/fishing tube, basket for fish and headed out the door to the pier.

She arrived there before Bucket and Mulch who were happy to see her ready for another fishing expedition. Lately, some of the other villagers were beginning to notice her going out to sea and assisting with the daily catch and while it seemed odd to them that she was out to fish, they appreciated the fact that she went out of her way to provide for them. Word had spread she was booted from dragon training but from the looks of it, she was managing well without the need to battle. And even though many felt she shouldn't be out there in her condition of being bruised and cut from her last training session, they couldn't help but smile at her determination to find her place in the community.

Hiccup was getting stronger. She rowed the boat through the water swiftly at even pace with Bucket, and pulling in the catch with so little as a sweat drop rolling down her neck. Both men were astonished by her growth as a fisherman; just days ago she struggled to barely lift a basket full of fish, now she was carrying a whole load of fish, one in each arm onto the docks.

She took her share as well as an extra and headed for the forge for an early morning training with Gustav.

…

Gustav had barely slept a wink last night, too excited from the previous day's adventure. Today he'd start his new role as junior apprentice and even though he was having those first day jitters, he was anxious to get started.

When the first morning light touched his face from the small opening in his bedroom window, he leaped out of bed and ran down the stairs to the kitchen where he made himself a smoked salmon sandwich, grabbed his helmet and satchel and ran out the door to the forge.

With the sandwich still between his teeth, he struggled to chew his meal and run as fast as he could before spotting Hiccup arranging tools and starting the fire pit.

Gustav managed to finish the bite of bread in his mouth before greeting her to the day. "Mornin', Hiccup!"

She turned over to see his bright smiling face and returned the expression. "Well a good morning to you too, Gustav. Ready to start your first day of blacksmithing?" she asked as she opened the window of the shop.

"You bet!" he finished before taking another bite out of his breakfast.

The smile on Hiccup's face grew, she was happy he was eating properly now that he had something to look forward to. "Alright, let's get started. Yesterday I showed you around the forge, your first lesson is to identify the tools I show you and explain what they're used for, okay?"

"I'm ready for this!" he readied his fist out, waiting to tackle his lesson with flying colors.

They went over all the tools and weapon classifications as well as a safety drill that would have been useful the day she started in the forge. Gustav was soaking in all the material like a sponge, eager to learn more and grow from this experience.

"Well done, Gustav. Someone's been studying before the first day," she held her hand out for a high five which he returned energetically.

From outside the forge, crowds of people were forming, heading to the pier all shouting out that Trader Johann was here.

"Want to go see what Johann's got in store for trade?" she asked Gustav who was bobbing his head in approval.

"Alright, let me just grab a few things before we head out," she made her way to her study to find the blueprints she had arranged in a pile for trade and looked over the walls closely. They were decorated with machines built with sharp knives and heavy hammers, all made for killing and hunting dragons.

There was a sting in her heart.

The pictures made her sick.

She wanted nothing more to do with these instruments of chaos, not after what she's learned and been through with dragons. Hiccup was ready to start fresh, so with a quick swipe of her hand, pulled all the blueprints off the walls and on her table before rolling when into bundles and stuffing them into her document tube.

Blueprints packed, she walked out of the study and they both walked off to the harbor to trade their goods and evils.

…

"Well, if it isn't the diamond of Berk herself, Madam Hiccup," Johann called out when he spotted her heading towards his boat. "The gods only made you more ravishing by the day," he extended his arm to her and pecked her hand as greetings.

She shook her head with a slight chuckle, "Flattery will get you nowhere, Trader Johann."

"Nowhere, but in your good graces I hope," he bowed.

Looking around, Hiccup spotted the baskets full of exotic fruits and spices, some familiar to her and others so strange and mysterious to her their taste.

"Ah, I see you're still a woman with fine taste in vegetation, here," he rummaged through several baskets before pulling out a small crate of yellow fleshed fruits. They held the sweet scent of summer.

"Mangoes, from the deep jungles of the East. Their sweetness carries thought out the brush and are revered as sacred fruits in their native lands," he offend had a story to tell with each item he brought and this item had a story of sword fights, the recusing of a beautiful island princess and riches given by a grateful emperor. "…and to reward me for single handingly returning his beloved daughter from the cannibals of the Lorrimuribay tribe, the emperor assigned me as royal member of his guard and gifted these fruits as a sign of eternal peace."

Hiccup inhaled the sweet aroma of the golden fruits. "Well they are lovely and smell delicious. I'll take them, but first a look for something else."

"But of course, Madam Hiccup," Johann extended his arms out as if to offer the entire vessel to her eyes.

After picking out a few more familiar vegetables and fruits, with the occasional spice and new treat she stumbled upon a tray of pigment powders held in white cotton bags. Their colors were so bright and vivid it was as if the hues of nature we pulled right out and formed into fine dust of beautiful tints.

"The finest pigment powders from the capital of the East where the mountains climb high into the heavens and every day is a celebration of life. These are made of the natural flowers and woods of the land, producing the wondrous colors of the world. Someone of your artistic talents will find this pigments quite enchanting," he trailed on in his story of visiting the capital of the East where a battle of colors occurred with men, women and children alike gathered round to enjoy the festivities, promoting him to join and bestowing him an assortment of dry powder for his trades.

"Alright, I'll be taking all these," she held out the crate of things in her arms. "And the pigments." She adjusted herself and lowered the crate, reaching for her document tube and pulling out all her blueprints to him. "Will this do?"

His eyes shot in amazement as he flipped through each page. "Madam Hiccup, is this all your work?"

She nodded in approval.

He was stunned. She usually let go of three, maybe five designs at a time, now she was trading in all her works for food and paint, it was too good to be true.

"But Madam Hiccup, this is far too much for what you wish to trade for. Your designs are coveted throughout the seas and all fear and respect the name, H. Horrendous. Are you sure you wish to depart with such arts?"

"I'm quite sure, Trader Johann. I want to start off with a clean slate and this blueprints just hold too many ideas of the past. I'm looking towards the future with a different set of eyes."

Johann just hit the mother lode of weapon blueprints.

"A humble and generous trade, Madam Hiccup, but I do insist you take more to even the cost. Your papers are worth a fortune to the right buyers," he wasn't lying. He had seen times where men would literally fight to the death over her works, there were even times when he would be threatened to bring more or it was his head. Hiccup's talents with machines and weapons was both a blessing to those in need of protection and a curse to those inflicted by the pain and suffering it brought.

He could never tell her that though, because he knew she only did it out of her need to defend her people and not for the destruction of others.

"If you insist, whatever Gustav finds for himself will go into evening the cost," she turned over to find him and nearly dropped her crate she had just lifted again at the sight before her.

…

Gustav had been browsing the various crates and chest filled with artifacts of bronze and copper while Hiccup and Trader Johann talked business. He never really got the opportunity to board his ship since his mother rarely ever took him to see the ship when he came to port.

Today was different and so he looked with curiosity at all the valuables before his eyes. From small gems to an array of metal pots and pans, Johann seemed to have it all aboard his vessel.

Too focused on the contents on the boat, he failed to notice he was walking right into the path of someone. He collided with the person's backside and processed to step away and regain his bearings.

"I'm sorry, I…" he was cut off by a strong grip to his shirt, lifting him off the boat floor and to eye level with his attacker.

"Yeah, you better be. Don't you have any respect for authority? And I thought throwing you down the well would teach you some manners," Snotlout snickered as Gustav tried to desperately release himself from his hold, kicking the air and prying at his grip.

"Please, Snotlout, I didn't see you there," he tried to reason with Snotlout as he was shuck under his grasp.

"Well now you'll be seeing stars," Snotlout raised his fist high, ready to take aim at the younger boy.

Gustav closed his eyes and waited for the worst.

Inches before his fist could reach Gustav's face, a small but strong hand held his fist back in a tight lock, forcing him down to his knees from the sheer power of the individual pushing him. It was all so fast that he had to double take on the person who stopped him, it was Hiccup.

She had a fiery look in her eyes, as if setting a forest ablaze. The once calm expression on her face was now darkened as she glared into his blue eyes.

"You know, Snotlout, if you want to pick a fight, do it with someone your age or with the same mental capacity as yourself. Now, drop him, gently."

Her voice wasn't above her normal volume, but every man, woman and youth within sight of the event could clearly hear what she had said. The tone she held was authoritative. It still kept the softness she was known for, yet her words were far more abrasive than the sharpest of steels.

With his arm still in the air, Snotlout slowly lowered it to where Gustav's legs were firmly planted to the wooden deck, releasing his grasp. There was something in the way she presented herself just now that cause him to shutter in both respect and fear. Hiccup wasn't known for her bravery, more so her tolerance, but here she was, bringing him to his knees by merely forcing his fist down. He was startled and somehow turned-on by her sudden dominating presence.

Gustav freed from his clutches, she leaned in towards Snotlout. "Next time, you mess with Gustav, you'll have to go through me first and trust me," she tightened her hold on his fist, it was enough to make him lose his breath. "You don't want that."

She released his fist and positioned herself up. Once she did, her mind cleared and she realized what she had done. Hiccup felt a shiver of fear crawl up her spine as she looked around at the villagers whose eyes were fixed on her.

All was silent till someone from the crowd cheered out in utter joy.

"It's about time someone put him in his place!" she turned over to see it was Gobber himself, a big proud smile on his face. Soon the crowd followed, clapping and praising Hiccup.

All her years, the Jorgenson boy terrorized her with horrible pranks and teasing yet she never complained or retaliated on her own defense. But seeing him do the same to another lit the fire inside her to take action and put an end to his terror. Like a truly strong chief, she settled her battle with diplomacy not her fist. If there was ever a replacement for Stoick the Vast in his absence, Hiccup proved to be a worthy successor; someone who stood for the weak and defenseless even when clearly out matched.

She wasn't too sure how to react to the praise, she wasn't used to so much positive feedback for something she did. Hiccup walked over to Gustav, who had his eyes on her.

"Are you okay?" she kneeled to his level, examining his face for any sign of bruising.

"I'm fine, Hiccup, thanks for saving me back there."

She brought him in for a tight hug. "I'm just glad you're alright. I'm so sorry for putting you on the spot like this." She had hoped nobody would learn of her secretly helping him from situations, not wanting him to be labeled as a 'hiccup' and now they knew.

Gustav returned the hug and wriggled himself out of her hold. "Don't be, because I know us Riders look after one another, strong or weak. I'm happy it's you who looks after me, Hiccup."

Hiccup gave him a sweet smile before rising up. "Thanks, Gustav. I wanted to tell you this, you can pick out whatever want from Trader Johann. My treat for doing so well this morning."

Eagerly, he looked around for something special, something he knew he'd use and keep forever. After moving a few baskets, he came upon a small wooden box with a decoratively carved feather on the center of the lid. He opened the box and inside was a long beautiful feather, a dark brown from the top and white near the bottom of the quill. He ran his fingers over the feathery threads, its shape not splitting apart.

"That, my young lad, is the feather of the great eagle of the Western Plains. Legends from its land say that the feather never tares or loses luster and that it brings its keeper good fortune and happiness," Trader Johann continued with a story as his usual routine, with Hiccup and Gustav listening with a sense he was embellishing certain parts of his tale for dramatic flair.

"This is what I want," Gustav presented the box to Hiccup, waiting for a conformation.

"I think it's a wonderful find. What do you say, Johann, are we even now?"

Trader Johann gave a firm nod. "Perfectly. A truly spectacular trade for two evenly spectacular youth. I must ask thought, young Mister..."

"Gustav Larson, sir," he answered.

"Yes, Mister Gustav, earlier you acknowledged yourself and Madam Hiccup as 'Riders', whatever did you mean by that?"

Gustav nor Hiccup had noticed it until now. He had addressed them as riders in the spur of the moment. How were they going to fix this mess?

"Oh, uh, did I say 'riders'? What I meant to say was 'farriers'. Must have slipped my tongue, ha-ha," he tried to defend as best he could, knowing it was a longshot.

"I see, very well. Words do tend to slip the tongue so easily it seems, reminds me of the time I was at port in the waters of…" before he could continue another long tale, Hiccup save them both from hearing anymore.

"Hey, will you look at the time, we're burning daylight and you still have so many customers to tend to. We best be getting back to the forge," she went over to her crate of food and powders, taking them in hand. "Thank you so much for the trades, Johann, it's always a pleasure to have you on Berk."

"You're absolutely right, Madam Hiccup, and the pleasure is all mine," he reached for her hand once more for farewell.

With items in hand, they made their way back to the forge to continue their lessons

"Gustav!" Gobber had met them back in the forge, his newly traded items pulled behind on a cart. "Since, I still have dragon training to tend to, why don't you join me. See the tools of the trade in action."

Gustav looked over to Hiccup. He honestly didn't want to see the caged dragons get hurt, but he knew it would mean a lot to Gobber to have him there and learn.

She gave him a reassuring pat on his helmet. "Go on, it's a good environment to study on both weapon and dragon reaction. Gothi and Gobber will be there to make sure everything is alright." Hiccup leaned in closer as to whisper in his ear. "You want me to feed Fanghook for you?"

"Please and thank you," he whispered back. "I'll catch his share for lunch when I get back."

With that settled, Gustav and Gobber dropped their things at the forge before making their way to the arena, leaving Hiccup behind with her crate of goods, a document holder and two baskets of fish.

…

When she got home, the first thing she did was set the baskets to the side and her document tube on the table before putting away the food. She looked over the mangoes, giving them a strong sniff. It took most of her will to not just devour them all at once, so she placed three into her satchel for later on her flight with Toothless.

Hiccup planned to go farther in flight today than the shores of Berk, wanting to test how the fin would hold against long travels. A smile grew on her face, _I should pack a lunch if we're going to be traveling for a few hours._

She prepared four steamed and grilled chard wraps stuffed with a mash of onions, wild mushrooms, potatoes and parsnips, along with her mangoes and a small half of bread. Carefully folding her wraps and bread in a cloth, she placed her meal into her satchel and several bags of powder paint to try them out.

Everything set, Hiccup grabbed her things before heading out the back door to the cove.

…

Toothless was still sleeping when Hiccup arrived to the cove. She quietly placed the baskets to the earth and rearranged her luggage, it was becoming increasingly difficult to carry everything she brought.

To her surprise, Fanghook was already awake, calmly staring at two butterflies dancing it the breeze. She took one basket and slowly walked up to him. He felt her presence and looked around for Gustav.

"He'll be here later, Fanghook, until then I brought you some breakfast," she patted his snout and laid the pile of fish before him, which he slowly dove into. _For something called the Monstrous Nightmare, they seem pretty docile,_ she thought before remembering to the night of the raid. From what she now knew, the Nightmare was probably after her because she smelled of sweet grass and possibly figured her some form of threat.

It seemed like such a long time ago that looking back on it now, she realized she and Toothless grew so much in friendship since that fateful day. From her fear to his fury, they changed that into a bond like no other. She'd hate the day where she'd finally finish his fin and he'd leave. Maybe he'd stay? But that wasn't an option they had in the world they lived in.

_He's a dragon and I'm a Viking, what was I expecting to happen?_

Hiccup shook the feeling away, leaving Fanghook to his meal as she walked to her sleeping prince.

Sitting by his sleeping form, she gently nudged him awake. He stretched his legs and wings, letting out a wide yawn before nuzzling his face to hers, greeting her to the day.

"Good morning to you too, bud." She put her hand to the basket. "Breakfast is ready for you. Finish up, and we'll take a long ride to test the fins endurance to long distances."

Lifting the lid, he dug into his feast, anxious to get out again with Hiccup. He realized it after his seventh cod, he was ready to go with her and not alone like he always had. Before, flying high into the clouds and racing the wind was something he did on his own but now he wanted to share that world with Hiccup. Sure, he needed her to fly, but that wasn't the reason he wanted her there with him, he couldn't put his paw on it, but he felt something strong for her.

For now, he'd just finish his fish and then show her the world.

…

They spiraled high above the clouds, savoring the fresh early morning air to their bodies. Past the snow laced mountains of Berk, Hiccup released the fin while Toothless pulled due north, riding the current.

"Alright, Toothless, let's do this," Hiccup tightened her grip on the rails but he kept to the same speed. She pouted and gave him an encouraging pat. "Come on, you gotta give me more than that, bud. It's the only way I'll know if your fin can handle it."

Lowering herself, she softly whispered into his ear, her voice hinted with wildness. "Show me what you've got."

Something in the way she said it sounded like a challenge, and if there was one thing Toothless liked, it was to be tested to his limits. He narrowed his vision, flared his nostrils and stroked his wings with great force.

She wanted to go fast. He'd give her fast.

The thrust send them forward like a bullet, the wind whistling loudly in her ears and tears began to form on the side of her eyes. Her grip tightened as he dove down, spinning like crazy before whipping to the left and out to the vast open plains of the water and sky.

He just kept going faster, increasing in speed with every thrust of his wings. He was determined to go faster than any time he flew before. Occasionally he'd zip from side to side and rip through the clouds in spiraling, creating a vortex in the moisture rich fluffs in the sky. He was living it.

He felt free.

Hiccup kept silence as Toothless jetted across the plain of zephyrs and cloud trails, not out of fear, but sheer thrill. The adrenaline rush in her system streamed to every vein in her bloodstream and she felt a tightness around her. This was a high like no other and she could understand why he was vengeful in the beginning to lose it. Flying was now her new addiction and for as long as she could, she'd continue to surf the skies at high speeds.

She lowered her foot on the pedal, extending the fin to the max and they flew forward like a lightning bolt. Hiccup had to tighten her hold on the rail and lean her body closer to the saddle, becoming more streamline. Her chest on the leather, she could feel the pounding of Toothless' heart drum into her own and it seemed hers was desperately trying to match his rhythm. She let out several calming breath as her body relaxed to the pressure around her.

Toothless could feel her tiny body press onto his back and his heart tightened. Despite the regress flight and intensity of it all, her heartbeat remained at a certain level of calmness. The light echoes in her chest transferred to his, syncing the beats together in the middle of their heart rates. Looking around, he saw the gentle blue waters below and the spotted world above, this was the world he wanted to give to her.

Vast freedom.

He tilted downward, hoping to lift them up further into the heaven, but his speed combined with Hiccup relaxed stated and grip on the rails loose caused her to slide forward, plunging from the clouds.

"_Not again,_" Toothless whispered to himself as he saw her body descend before his eyes.

Her body flipped over from the fall, heading back first towards the sea but she never realized any of it, too drunk on the thrill of flight. When she opened her eyes, she could see Toothless above her, darting towards her falling form. She didn't panic however, even though she knew what was happening, her mind and body remained at peace. All she could see was Toothless' determined face and his body closing the gap between them, increasing his speed as he made his was to her. Hiccup gave his a sweet smile and extended her arms out to him, knowing he'd catch her if ever she'd fall.

The image of her arms out mirrored his dream four days ago with the shadows and eyes around him. She was the silhouette of the person reaching out for him. He could pick up the sweet trail of sweet grass as he raced to her. Hiccup was smiling out to him and his fears vanished. She trusted him with her life and he would do anything in his power to protect it from harm.

Closing the gap between them, Hiccup stretched her arms under his jaw, lightly caressing his scales as their eyes locked together and for a moment the world stopped moving. Time halted, as the gods were allowing these two soul to situate for as long as they needed to drink in each other's being.

Leaning closer to him, she brought her hands around his neck kissing his cheek and lovingly whispering to him. "I trust you."

"_And I'm falling for you,"_ Toothless purred loudly, softly rubbing his cheek to hers.

She reached out and grabbed the rails with her hand, once she did, time continued forward and they were plummeting from the sky once more. Hiccup pulled her body up and regained position on the saddle, placing her foot to the pedal and opening the fin.

His fin extended, Toothless spread his wings out, the air lifting him slightly as he glided across the open air. They were still pretty high up, in the space between clouds and currents of the deep.

Cruising for a few more miles, Hiccup spotted a pillar shooting out of the waters, high above the reaches of the waves. She gave Toothless a firm pat, signaling for them to land, which he complied with.

…

The top of the tall island was a small patch of paradise. There were several mid-sized trees and soft moss covered the floor. A thin stone wall on one side on the island circled half the circumference, shielding them from the gust of winds above. A small natural spring of freshwater hailed on the left side, clear of any fish and the liquid sparkled with the light from the afternoon sunlight.

Hiccup was certain no man had ever been on this island considering how high up it was, making her the pioneer of this beautiful oasis. She reached into her satchel and pulled out her sketchbook and pencil. "If we flew northwest of Berk, we should be about…here," she drew a small spot onto a page after placing a picture of Berk in the center.

"I'm gonna call it, the Isle of Oasis, what you think, bud?" she asked with Toothless responding by nuzzling her hair. "Let's take a lunch break. I think I can catch you some fish from up here."

She pulled out her fishing rod from the tube connected to Toothless' saddle and locked the pieces together to form the rod. Taking a small piece of bread from her satchel, she hooked it and whipped the line out to sea, catching something after a few moments in the water.

After about half an hour she had a small pile of forty-seven fish for Toothless, the waters rich with wild cod and sea bass. He waited patiently as she fished each one, even helping her pull in several feisty one's ever now and then.

"Okay, bud, let's dig in," she sat on a nearly stone as she pulled out her cloth of chard wraps with Toothless sitting by his buffet of fish. They both ate slowly, admiring the openness of the world before them. Hiccup could barely see Berk, it being only a small peddle in her eyes. Taking a bite out of her wrap she enjoyed this new-found freedom with the one person she could trust on the world.

Finishing her wraps, she pulled out a mango, ready to try out the sweet fruit. The flesh was firm and slightly bitter, but the inner meat was juicy and bright yellow. Sugary sap trailed down her lips and she swiftly lapped it with her tongue. Hiccup reached into her satchel and from her tool roll, pulled out a small carving tool, peeling away the skin in a single spiral.

The aroma of sweetness led its way into Toothless' nose after his last fish was gone. He lifted his head and followed the smell to Hiccup, hovering over her shoulder. She looked up to him, his eyes planted on the golden meat in her palm.

"Oh you want some? It's really good," she carved out half of the fruit for him, getting as close to the seed as possible to gain the most amount of fruit.

He gave it a strong sniff before accepting it with his gummy mouth. Letting the sugary fruit sit in his mouth he bit into the buttery meat, the juicy flavor coating his mouth. He drank the golden liquid and swallowed the mango, lapping his jowl for more. Hiccup taking a slow bite out of her half, he waited till her lips left the fruit and striked forward, taking it from her grasp.

It took a few moments for her to comprehend what just happened. "Huh?" she looked over to Toothless who greedily chewed on the fruit before spitting out a bare seed.

"Guess you really like it, bud," she pulled out her second mango and peeled the rind from the meat of the fruit and once it was gone, he struck again, this time savoring the fruit slowly. "Hey!"

She puffed her cheeks and lifted herself to the farther side of the island, cutting away at her last piece of fruit, wanting to at least have one to herself. The skin gone she was ready to take a bite when she felt the hot breath of someone behind her. He was ready to pounce and take the fruit, Hiccup dodging him but crouching under his leg and heading in the opposite direction. Toothless followed close behind, snapping his gummy jaws towards her and the juice coated treat.

This happened for some time before he managed to pin her down, her stomach to the ground and the fruit extended out in front, cradled in her palms. Toothless leaned in to take the mango, only to have Hiccup pull it towards her and devouring the yellow meat herself, cleaning the delicious snack from the seed. She gave him a satisfied smirk, knowing she bested him. He smirked devilishly and tipped her over to her front side, licking away at the traces of mango juice trickling down her chin and neck. Slowly running his oral organ over her sweet skin, leaving no trace of mango sap on her lips and neckline.

The tickling sensation caused her to push him off with her hands, to which he cleaned spotless, still laced with the fruit syrup. Once he was sure she was done with being so sweet, he looked into her glowing eyes and licked her cheek once more in affection. She gave him more fun than he ever dreamed he could experience.

Eyes still planted on hers, he felt a shiver run down his spine. He was so close to her. A patter in his heart caused him to jump up from towering over her, allowing her to rise.

_What am I thinking?! Licking her like that and tell her 'I falling for you'? I mean sure I am, I mean, I was falling to get her, but I couldn't possibly…, _he tried to deny the growing feeling he had for her in his heart. What was he possibly hoping for? For them to stay together forever and never let go?

_Get real Toothless, it's impossible,_ he though as he noticed her take several bags out of her satchel. _She's a Viking and I'm a dragon._

…

Clearing away the saliva from her face, Hiccup walked over to her satchel and pulled out the bags of powder pigment, laying them on the ground. Opening one, she looked onto a bright blue, like the color or sapphires. Dipping her fingers into the dust, they became coated with the same brilliant blue hue.

"Toothless, come here for a minute. I've got something I want to show you," she called and he came walking by slowly, seating himself besides her.

"I got these in trade today, we can use them to mark the island wall, see," she stood up and walked the stone structure, swiping her fingers onto its surface leaving lines of blue on it.

Toothless' ears and scales perked up as he rose to examine the markings. Hiccup walked back to the bags and untied them, exposing the powder so they could leave their markings of the world.

She placed her palm into a bag of black powder, tracing the outline of a Night Fury with one fin, the other she colored in red. Toothless followed suit, dipping his paw into green pigment and brushing the dust onto the wall in abstract shapes. They painted together for sometimes, till they bumped into each other by the hips. Jumping back they looked over to the works each of them created.

Hiccup's paintings were of dragons, from Terrible Terrors to Whispering Deaths. Occasionally she'd draw in a fish, birds and around it all was a mural of the sky and sea. Together, it looked like a world of flying dragons living in harmony. Toothless' paintings were spirals of colors and zigzags stripes of what looked like lightning bolts. There were blue spots like rain and red clawed marking representing fire. It looked like a world of destruction from the elements. The gap between the two pieces had the two of them stare. Hiccup leaned down and dunked her palm into a bag of red dust and Toothless did the same with black.

He pressed his paw onto the center of the stone, in-between the two worlds of harmony and destruction, leaving a black stamp mark. Hiccup placed her red palm over the black image, centering her marking atop his. It was their signature to their work and forever it'd stay.

…

Getting ready to pack up, Hiccup tied up a bag of powder before a hard blow pushed her to the side. Looking at where she was hit, she noticed blue powder on her vest. She eyed Toothless, who had his attention to other things, acting as casual as can be but she knew better as his paws were laced with the blue dust.

She scooped a handful of violet and tossed it to his face, bringing his attention to her with a sly smirk on his dusted face.

The battle of colors had begun.


	17. Chapter 17

_Hello again. In this chapter we get a glimpse at who the Red Death is as well as his control over the hive. Hiccup and Toothless develop their friendship and Gustav and Fanghook make new friends. Next chapter will be posted in 4-5 days. Posting this chapter 6-12-2014. Thank you and please enjoy._

…

"_So, has my Night Fury returned yet?_" there was a low and sullen voice that echoed inside the fiery volcano of Dragon Island.

It was no ordinary mountain, this was the nest of several hundred enslaved dragons of all varieties and colors, but they were all the same to the prince, all but one that is.

"_No, my liege. It appears he has vanished," _a high-ranking Boneknapper addressed the Red Death, a lump in his throat went down slowly when he felt the dissatisfied quake of the earth under his talons.

"_Several of our finest fliers are out in search of him as we speak, my lord," _one Nadder added.

The red eyes of the prince fluoresced within the blazing lava and smoke. "_'__**Our**__ finest fliers',"_ he demanded rather than confirmed.

The ground began to quiver as he lunged his body up the narrowing way up the volcanos entrance. With swift movements and a sharper aim, he plucked the Nadder's head clean off, leaving a twitching corpse that dropped into the dark abbyss of his mouth.

"_Here, there is no __**our**__, only __**Mine**__. You best remember that you are all __**My**__ property and I'll see fit to do as I please with you, inferior mutts." _He lowered himself down to his heated chambers. "_It's so difficult to find obedient peons these days. Aren't you all not grateful that your 'benevolent' ruler hasn't eaten you all already? Here I am, forcing you all to do my bidding and this is how you repay me? Well, what can I expect from vermin?"_

Turning his focus to the Gronckle, who unknown to him, knew where the Night Fury was and whom he was with. "_Gronckle, my Whispering Death has gone rogue as well. Care to explain how the scouting partner I assigned with you is gone?_"

The Gronckle kept an exterior coolness while his insides were running wild with panic and dread. "_My liege, Whispering Death left me on her own accord. She thought it possible, but not likely, that Night Fury was captured by humans._"

There were low whispers in the air, Night Fury was the highest ranking officer in the hive, second only to the prince himself. Capturing him would be near impossible and yet he hadn't returned in six days, it was now a growing possibility.

Red Death gave a hiss, silencing the hive.

He looked to the Gronckle with his six ferocious eyes. "_Find her and bring her to me, I'm the only one around here giving orders," _a slight growl in his voice. It was frustrating enough his prized first officer was M.I.A., now he had to deal with his second setting her own objectives.

Not while he was in rule.

"_Sire,"_ the Gronckle nodded before lifting his titan wings.

"_Another thing. Search for my Night Fury once more, only you can properly sniff him out,_" Red Death commanded before the Gronckle exited the opening of the volcano.

"_Yes, my liege._"

With that, the hive began to silently gossip amounts each other, wondering what in the world was happening.

"_Nadder,_" Red Death stared to a green Nadder, cowering in the corner. "_Last night's raid haul seemed rather low, why is that?_"

She gulped before answering her overload. "_It was all that was available from the Viking Island with dark forests. We are grateful for what you so generously donated to feed the hatchlings._" She turned over to a deep hole carved in the mountain where a large liter of yearlings who stayed silent out of hunger and fear. In truth, he only provided three small mackerels to divide between hundreds of starving youngsters while he devoured enough cattle and wild game to stock fifteen barns.

In order to keep a steady stream of devoted pawns, Red Death would force breeding on only the strongest of dragons while the weak and old would immediately be eliminated. Usually by cannibalism.

He had not use for imperfection.

When breeding wasn't enough, he'd send out several dragons to go out and steal eggs from various rookeries across the world. It helped keep his kingdom filled with loyal subjects and prevented cross breeding.

"_Well if the next catch is less than exceptional, there will be less mouths to feed. I'd rather start a fresh batch of hatchlings than starve myself like a common reptile such as yourself."_

The Nadder's eyes flew open, but there was nothing she nor any of the other mothers could do except bow and say "_Yes, your grace._"

"_My liege,_" a Nightmare came from a cavern, bowing to his ruler. "_The same trio of ships have returned. What are the orders?_"

"_Ugh, such pathetic creatures. Eliminate them, show no mercy," _he huffed in annoyance.

Nothing was going his way, and when things didn't go his way, he'd lose his temper. He flung his claw to a wall, capturing several Zipplebacks in his massive claw and tightened his grip on them, crushing them into a bloody pulp before shoving the flattened snack into his mouth.

He showed no mercy to any, not even to his own kind.

…

Far off, on calm waters near a wall of thick fog, Stoick and his crew draw nearer to the blanketed line of mist ahead. Looking to his map, he gave a frustrated sigh. They had entered the fog nearly a hundred times, always ending up in a different direction with no results. They never touched land, or saw any visible trace of the foul beasts, only the silent shadows and whispering movements of wings.

"Steady," Stoick called out to his crew and two other ships.

From the top of the fog, a break revealed three tall pillars. It was their only sign of land, but it was defiantly not the nest. He gave the towers a cold stare, they had been mocking him since they first arrived three days ago. Always within sight, but never within reach. He was slowly losing his sanity, thinking the gods themselves were shifting the waters around them, taunting their endeavors to relieve themselves from the scale menaces.

"Take us in," he commanded.

"Hard to port!" the helmsmen aboard Stoick's vessel cried out. The echoing orders traveled from ship to ship, till they all steered into the soup once more for the twenty-second time that morning.

"For Helheim's gate," Stoick stood tall, piercing deep into the bank, hoping to catch a glimpse of something that could be lurking in the mist.

Soon, all three ships were ripping though the waters and cutting into the murky clouds ahead. As the last piece of the final ship entered the bank, the same silence surrounded them, a slight humming in the distance their only indication of something sinister ahead.

Inside the fog, the loud cry of a Monstrous Nightmare echoed out before blast of fire and invisible teeth ripped off several parts of their boats. One fire blast shot dead center on the middle boat, exploding it and sending its passengers to the waters below.

Stoick reached out into the deep. "Grab my hand!" he took hold of men and women, helping them onto his boat.

Another blast destroyed the mast of the third ship, falling and cracking the boat down the middle. Soon the passengers from that ship swam over to Stoick's, still intact but with significant damage to its body.

"What now, Stoick?!" Spitelout asked as he pulled in the last woman onto their vessel.

As much as he hated to retreat, he wouldn't put his people into anymore danger. He may have been on the verge of mental breakdown, but he'd never go so far as to risk their lives. He looked to them, some wet with signs of fatigue in their eyes.

It was over.

"Turn back, we head for home," he lowered his shoulders. "There's nothing more we can do."

With heavy hearts and a heavier ship, they turned back to Berk with no relief to their problem.

Stoick looked out as the afternoon sun came into sight as they exited the fog.

Mrs. Larson came up behind him, giving his shoulder a firm pat. "You did all you could, Stoick."

He responded with a nod. The image of his daughter came into his mind.

_I'm sorry, Hiccup, I couldn't end this war._

…

The war was over.

By the time the last particle of powder was emptied from the flat bags, both Hiccup and Toothless were covered from head to toe in the rich colors of the rainbow. Panting heavily, they finally fell flat to the ground side by side, exhausted from running around the tiny island with little places to hide from oncoming sprays of dust. Hiccup's hair was colored green and yellow while her face had splashes of orange and blue. The colors showed more vividly on Toothless' jet-black scales, digging into small crevasses, leaving outlines of the spectrum.

They had been laughing and playing together, even wrestled over bags of pigment, rolling around in the dirt and colored dust till the entire island looked as though a hurricane of wild arrays flew by.

Hiccup leaned closer to Toothless and gave him a firm but playful punch to his arm, giggling merrily as she did so. Toothless fought back by rolling over her, wrapping his arms and wings around her body, proceeding to circle the island with her in his grasp.

They performed an entire lap around the soft cornucopia of moss till he stopped, hovering over her protectively.

That sweet bright smile he adored so much laced her face and echoed into her eyes, shining brighter than any star or gem he had ever witnessed. He let out a possessive growl, brushing his chin over her soft hair.

Sometimes, he'd forget they were supposed to be enemies, letting his guard down whenever he was with her. She was the only creature who got a chance to witness his caring and gentle side. Normally he was unmoved, still and strong like iron with eyes that commanded fear and authority. Molded to be the perfect solider for a tyrant of a prince.

He didn't want her to see him that way, not again. He refused to make her cry like when they first met. She looked terrified then and had the right to be, he intended to eradicate her from the world, not just once but twice.

Looking back on it now, he couldn't understand why she stayed by his side, feeding him, showing him affection, even going so far as to restoring what had been lost to him. He was the Night Fury: deadly, knowing only to destroy and bring misfortune to humanity. And yet here, this precious girl who was his sworn enemy, considered him to be her best friend.

The fluttering feeling in the pit of his stomach bubbled into his heart; he was starting to grow fond of this new sensation that enwrapped his entire being. He pressed her closer into his hold, refusing to let go.

…

Hiccup stared into Toothless' bowenite irises and dilated pupils, lost inside of them. She wondered why he allowed her to get so close. Was she so weak and pathetic that he felt pity for her? Was it because of the way she smelled? Maybe he truly did enjoy her company?

_No_, she thought. _I'm nothing special compared to a Night Fury. He only cares about his fin, I'm sure of it._

Her heart skipped a beat when he rubbed his chin atop her head so lovingly. If he could see, he'd realize her face glow bright crimson, more vibrant than the colors dusted on her cheeks. She placed her palms onto his chest, not noticing until now how powerful and built he was. So much strength and raw dominance yet here he was, fondly holding her in his arms with such delicacy like she was fragile silk. He had so much control, he could just snap her in two like a stick if he wanted to, and instead he kept her shielded in his arms.

A fizzing pressure jolted though her body and straight into her heart, causing it to speed out of control with every purr vibrating from his voice. She was becoming dizzy from the growing feeling inside her and for some reason, she loved it.

He slowly lifted himself, his paws still wrapped around her midsection, and gazed deep into her eyes once more. His lids closed slightly, taking in the image of her beautiful face and carving it into his head. A tender smirk lined his expression noticing the hints of pink on her cheeks. She looked too cute.

Leaning in closer, he let his mind shutdown, going solely on instinct as his lids slowly closed fully.

Hiccup's breathing softened, as her eyes fluttered shut by some strange force of nature, remaining still.

_This is so wrong,_ they both thought. _But somehow, so right._

The gap between their lips drew closer, mere centimeters from touching till the grumbling sound of something brought them back to reality.

…

Turning their heads, they noticed seated on the moss a few feet away, was the Gronckle. His expression was a mixture of intrigue and befuddlement, an obvious grin on his face.

Both teenagers lifted themselves quickly as if what was about to happen never happened.

"Hello again," Hiccup greeted, feeling rather awkward and embarrassed. "I'm gonna start packing up," she pointed to the bags of empty pigments and fishing rod. "You two catch up."

She slowly backed away, leaving the boys to catch up.

Toothless watched as she walked away, regretting they had been seen as she looked red in the face. He turned his attention to the Gronckle who still had a wide grin plastered on.

"_Enjoying yourself quite nicely I see, sir,"_ he said with a chuckle under his breath.

"_Attention, solider! What do you have to report?_" Toothless remained professional on the outside, but inside he was recanting how stupid he was for letting his guard down.

"_Yes, sir. Red Death is losing his patience and taking it out on the hive and the yearlings," _the Gronckle replied. "_Apparently, Whispering Death has gone rogue and with you away for so long, command in the ranks is in sheer chaos. We need you back, ASAP."_

Toothless was not expecting this kind of news. "_Damn , Hiccup is so close to getting me out on my own, we just need more time._"

"_I don't know how much time we have left, sir. Red Death has already eaten half the Zippleback population and just took off the fourth commanding officer's head. If things escalate, we may be looking at rebuilding the hatchery and losing half the hive."_

Looking back to Hiccup, Toothless could see her fiddling with her satchel. He looked down in defeat. "_Please, just a bit longer. I know she'll have it done before it's too late._"

Before the Gronckle could reply, Hiccup returned to their side, her items in hand along with several sandstones and fair sized quartz. "You must be hungry, here you go."

He stared at the rocks before him. He was hungry, Red Death prevented other members of the hive to eat until he was satisfied, which wasn't too often. He gobbled up the stones with no restraint, and like before, ended up with a serious case of indigestion.

"_You never learn, do you,_" Toothless shot him a disappointed look as Hiccup once again relieved him of his misery.

"Maybe you need to slow it down?" she asked as he spewed out bright red lava onto a nearly stone, the cold air chilling it in mere minutes

The material was defiantly different from Gronckle Iron. It was still relatively light, but appeared clear like a thin sheet of crystal. Formed over the stone, it held a dome shape. Hiccup slowly lifted the sheet and looked through it, the image of Toothless and the Gronckle appeared so close, as if they were inches from her eyes. Pulling out the same carving tool she used for the mango, she carefully cut out a perfect circle from the center, and a smaller one adjacent to the first, the natural curve remaining even around.

Carefully examining the circular sheet, her eyes widened. "Glass?" She had only read about it in several books she owned but she never thought she'd live to actually see, hold or even learn to make it. Glass wasn't something you came by every day, this was truly a rare item.

The Gronckle looked curiously at her. Her interest in these things were odd but she wasn't a typical Viking. Hiccup smiled at him and brought him only quartz. "Don't eat too fast, you'll get sick. Just take it easy."

He did as he was told, slowly savoring the crisp and refreshing taste of quartz.

Hiccup stared at him eating before looking over to Toothless. "Don't worry about Toothless, I'll get his fin finished in no time. I know you're worried about your friend. I'll have him on his own two wings, good as new, I promise"

While he was relieved to hear that, yet he couldn't help but notice the slight resistant in her voice or the pained look in her eyes.

She'd truly miss the Night Fury when he'd go, and the Gronckle knew he'd miss her just as much.

"_I'll do my best to try to buy you two some time," _he said to Toothless whose eyes were planted on Hiccup.

"_Thank you, Gronckle,_" Toothless leaned forward and brushed his snout to the back of Hiccup's neck, grateful he didn't have to leave her side so soon.

…

Once dragon training was over, Gobber and Gustav headed over to the forge where they pounded on molten steel and hard iron. They worked for a few hours till Gobber needed to go and have an overview with the trainers, leaving him free to go see Fanghook.

Taking his satchel and placing his new feather with its box into it, he made his way to the marketplace, where he purchased a basket full of fish before walking off into the forest.

When he reached the cove, Fanghook was patiently waiting by the entrance, a wag in his tail upon seeing him.

"Hey, boy. Lunch time," Gustav crawled under the shield and opened the basket, allowing Fanghook to eat his meal in peace.

Both remained mostly silent seated on the dirt, till the grumbling sounds echoing Gustav's stomach roared out. Fanghook took a salmon and presented it to him.

"Thanks, Fanghook, but I can't eat raw fish. I'll get sick," Gustav said as he reached out for it.

Before he grabbed hold of it, Fanghook tossed the fish into the air, letting out a steam of fire onto it before it flew down to Gustav's hands. He smiled up to his dragon and both began to enjoy their lunch together.

Looking around, he couldn't see Hiccup or Toothless around. _Must be out flying?_ He thought with a big chunk of cooked salmon in his mouth.

After both had their meal, Gustav stood up. "So, what should we practice today?"

Fanghook took Gustav off the ground in a soft jaw hug, running around the cove, ready to let out energy. He made one lap before letting him go, Gustav dashing forward with Fanghook chasing after him in their little game of tag. Once they worked up a sweat, Gustav mounted Fanghook and gave a firm pat with his foot to his neck.

"Come on, boy. Let's fly!"

With that said, Fanghook lifted himself off the ground and circled around the cove, releasing sprays of fire as they flew. Gustav chuckled and laughed with every turn and spin Fanghook performed, thrilled to finally be flying with him after waiting for so long.

One blast of fire caught a low hanging tree branch, slowly trailing its way up the tree.

"Oh no!" Gustav gave Fanghook another tap, confirming him to let him down. He landed near the tree, Gustav jumping off and running towards the burning tree. He vigorously tried to extinguish the flames with strong blows of breath, with no effect. He began to panic as the flames grew higher.

"Oh no! Oh no! Oh, what do we do!? What do we do!? WHAT DO WE DO!?" he jumped looking over to Fanghook for an answer.

"_I don't know! I don't know! I don't know!_" Fanghook began to circle around the fires, panicking as he sensed the mood of the situation.

Looking around, Gustav noticed the wooden bucket near the vegetable garden and raced to it, filling it with water. He ran back and forth from the pond to the tree, trying to die out the flames. It worked on the lower part of the trunk, but the upper branches were still ablaze.

From the panic, Fanghook could hear the chirping cries from something atop the tallest branch. Finding the source of the noise, he noticed a small woven sparrow's nest, a chick crying out for help. He felt awful, being the reason the tree was in the state it was. Standing on the tips of his talons, he reached out and gently plucked the nest from the branch before it caught flame. He placed it softly on the ground, turned around and began to dig at the slightly moist earth, flinging dirt onto the tree and finally smothering the fire.

Both boys looked to the smoking twigs that were once lush green leaves on thick branches. Gustav walked over to the nest Fanghook rescued, the baby sparrow still alive but shaken up pretty badly. He slowly lifted the nest, examining the bird who remained still. Its wing looked injured as it held it close to its body.

He's heart sank, knowing he was responsible for this.

"Think Hiccup and Toothless will notice?" he asked his Nightmare.

"_Naw, it's hardly noticeable,"_ he grumbled as a black twig snapped to the ground in smoking chunks.

"We're dead/_We're dead,_" they both muttered as they patiently waited on the dry earth with the tiny sparrow to look after.

…

With the Gronckle fed and ready to head off after Toothless explained where the Whispering Death was, Hiccup and he went off to do the same.

They rode a strong current home keeping close to the cover of the clouds above. The mid-day sun shined brightly above them, leaving their shadowy imprints of the tops of clouds. She felt so alive and free. Up here, there were no boundaries, nobody to tell her she was weak or different and that she was a pitiful excuse for a Viking.

Hiccup was herself for the first time in so many years, laughing and smiling, ready for the taste of adventure and knowledge. When her mother disappeared, she lost that spark that made her who she was and shut herself from the world around her. The only person who took her in so kindly was Gobber, taking her in as an apprentice in order to relieve the pain of losing her best friend and parent. She fondly remembered that day.

…

_It had been a week since Valka's disappearance, most believed she was long gone, eaten by the great beast that snatched her away. None ever told Hiccup their thoughts, feeling it better to not open freshly cut wounds for her as she was barely starting to stop the tears from her eyes._

_The morning sun wasn't up yet, but Hiccup was. She changed from her sleeping tunic and dressed in her dark pants, long-sleeved forest tunic and fur vest before grabbing her large satchel and tip-toeing down the stairs. She made sure not to make a sound as she reached the main floor, quietly making her way to peek into her father's room. He was stiff, in deep sleep and she took that as a chance to walk towards the front door and silently sneak out._

_There was nobody outside to stop her as she raced towards the forge where a light glowed brightly from the fire pit and hammering noise on metal could be heard. When she got to the entrance, she hugged a beam and peered in from the corner of her eyes._

_Gobber struck heated metal, straightening the blade before dunking the finished product into cool water. He stretched his spine as he placed the sword in a barrel with the others, turning over and seeing a tiny shadow near the entrance. He recognized this shadow, it used to tail after its mother, asking questions about life and the wonders of the world. Now it rarely ever revealed itself, hiding in much darker shadows._

"_You can come out, Hiccup, it's alright," he calmly called out._

_Her tiny body revealed itself, trembling slightly as she looked to the ground._

"_What brings you here?" he asked, kneeling down with his good leg._

_Digging into her satchel, Hiccup pulled out a small handmade dagger, showing it to him. His eyes widened in amazement. It was a simple blade, but the edges were perfectly sharpened and the metal evenly straightened. He knew men who could barely even balance a sword properly, and somehow a small four-year old expertly crafted a dagger out of an old metal ladle._

_She stepped forward and presented it to him._

"_You did this all by yourself?" Gobber lifted the dagger from her palms, examining it closely._

_Hiccup gave a weak nod to respond. Her body felt hot with embarrassment. Maybe he would think it was a waste like her? She had heard the other children her age say the dragon should have taken her instead because at least they wouldn't have a 'Hiccup' anymore. She turned around ready to leave before a voice pulled her to stay._

"_Mind showing me how you did it?" Gobber raised himself as he took hold of Hiccup's small hand, leading her into the forge where she showed him how she made daggers from spoons._

…

From that day forward, she would help out in the forge, sweeping soot from the floor or bringing in scrape pieces of metal from the back of the shop. She had kept it a secret from her father till he found out from several villagers.

He was cross at first, but after a few words with Gobber, allowed her to stay, this way she kept out-of-the-way. She worked her way up from sweeping to inventory till finally becoming apprentice at the age of seven, the youngest in the history of Berk. Her mind saw the world differently and with it, she crafted machines and weapons the likes the world had never seen before. They gave her a place in the community as well as a name across the sea as she traded her prints to Trader Johann.

For ten years she and Gobber worked together and for the most part, she gained some of her spark, but not enough to bring back the sweet smile for others to see once more.

…

By the time they reached Berk, Sharpshot was waking from his afternoon nap.

After meeting with Hiccup and her jerk of a Night Fury friend, he had to go off and find his crew who so kindly left him. He had made it to the entrance of a village where he spotted his crew stealing fish from an unsuspecting shopkeeper.

A teenaged boy with large arms and what seemed to be a larger attitude noticed the small Terrors and tried to squash them with his overgrown feet. Sharpshot flew in close and gave a hot blast of flames to the boy's behind. The lug ran off to a bucket of water and doused his pain away, allowing Sharpshot to assist his teammates with carrying the load of fish.

Now he was back on the stretch of beach they all had met and upon seeing both come into sight, he perked up and flew straight for their path.

"Sharpshot! Where've you been, pal?" Hiccup stretched her arms out as he flew into her embrace.

"_Yeah, where have you been and can you go back there and never come back?"_ Toothless groaned as he headed towards the cove.

He didn't respond as he climbed out of her hold and onto her right shoulder where he perched himself like an eagle. They all flew safely to the cove where she spotted Fanghook, Gustav and a pile of ashes by a burnt tree. Toothless landed them near the spot and Hiccup hopped off.

"What happened here?" she looked over to the pile of broken tree limbs on the ground.

"I uh, I meant to do that," Gustav responded with a half grin, Fanghook's head hovering besides him. "I thought that since you and Toothless were gone, I'd train Fanghook myself, but…" he looked over to the tree.

Hiccup saw how both looked genuinely sorry for what they had done, as well the baby sparrow in its nest cradled in Gustav's hands.

She bent down and gave him a reassuring pat on his helmet, a giggle in her voice, "Gustav, I'm not so sure we have the same definition of 'train', but you two managed to work as a team to stop this fire and you're both safe. Now, who's this little fella?"

Gustav presented the nest to her. "Fanghook rescued him from the tree, I think he's hurt," he said looking to the Terrible Terror perched on her shoulder. "Who's he? And what happened to you two?" he was referring to the copious amount of pigment plastered onto Hiccup and Toothless.

"Oh, this is Sharpshot. Sharpshot, Gustav. And we kind of got into a paint fight," she introduced with both nodding their heads in greeting.

Examining the sparrow, Hiccup could see his little wings tucked close to his sides. "He's alright, he just can't fly yet. Thank you, Fanghook, good job."

"Why do you think he did it?" Gustav asked as Sharpshot hopped from Hiccup's shoulder to his.

"They must have a natural instinct to protect others, it's incredible."

"So, I guess this means we won't be training anymore, huh?" he asked petting Sharpshot behind the horn.

"I wouldn't say that, you two just need a little experience, and I think I know the Terrible Terror who can help with controlling your aim."

…

Forming three targets out of old pieces of log, Hiccup set them up on poles while the rest watched her work.

"Okay, pal, show 'em how it's done," she called out to Sharpshot who jumped from Gustav's helmet into the air, shooting three blast to the targets, knocking them down.

Gustav laid the nest to the ground and ran to the targets, fixing them up. "Fire it up!"

Fanghook took aim to one, not quite making the target as the blast had Gustav dive to the floor.

"_He said 'Fire __**it**__ up' not 'Fire __**at me**__',"_ Toothless called out.

"_Sorry,_" Fanghook walked over to Gustav, lifting him up to his feet.

"Two more shots, you can do this, boy. Just relax," Gustav cheered as Fanghook went back into position.

The second shot was closer to the target, grazing the side but it wasn't enough to knock it down. On the third, Fanghook relaxed his shoulders took a deep breath and cleared his mind. Sending out the final blast, it contacted the target in a bulls-eye, dropping to the ground.

"Yeah, way to go, Fanghook!" Gustav ran to Fanghook giving him a big hug to his snout.

Hiccup smiled and repositioned the targets. "Wanna try, bud?"

Toothless let out a three consecutive blasts, the shots perfectly hitting the targets in the center. He gave a confident smirk as he looked to Fanghook and Sharpshot who looked at him in astonishment.

"And once again, you're just showing off," Hiccup smirked back with her arms crossed.

_Come on, you know you love it,_ Toothless walked over to her, giving her cheek an adoring lick, smearing the colors over her now red face.


	18. Chapter 18

_Hello again. In this chapter, Hiccup and Gustav learn new things, harsh words are said by others and Hiccup comes face to face with her greatest fears. This chapter contains violence and mild torture near the end, so if stuff like that bothers you, I'm sorry. Next chapter to be posted in 5-6 days. This chapter posted 6-15-2014. Thank you, please enjoy and Happy Father's Day._

...

"…so then the Nadder ran away from Aarne when he chased after her with his axe, and before he got the chance to cut her head off, Gothi stopped the training. I don't think she likes him very much now that she knows how dragons really like, but the way things are now, he's sure to place first." Gustav told Hiccup and the dragons his experience at the arena while they sat under a willow tree, Hiccup taking a portrait of Fanghook while he rocked the sparrow's nest with a claw tipped wing.

Pulling out the Dragon Manual, Hiccup located the page for the Monstrous Nightmare:

_Stocker class. The most lethal dragon in the known world, these foul beast spit sticky lava at its victims and have a nasty habit of lighting their entire body in fire. They are furious blood-thirsty creatures that know no mercy. Hunts in both day and night. Only the best of the best go after this dragon. Extremely dangerous. Kill on sight._

She looked over to Fanghook, relaxed as he watched over the baby sparrow like a doting mother, finding it hard to believe he was as furious as the book claimed. In her sketchbook, she wrote her own description:

_While large and intimidating in appearance, the Monstrous Nightmare is gentle and caring to others. To gain its trust, show it respect. The Monstrous Nightmare have sensitive ears, so deter from shouting or making loud noises._

"What are you writing, Hiccup?" Gustav asked curiously leaned in closer, seeing the image of Fanghook and the information written on the page.

"Gobber gave me the Dragon Manual to continue the documenting legacy, but I'm finding that the information is a bit outdated, so I'm writing down new studies that I've learned from observing them," she said showing him and Fanghook the end results, both smiling in approval.

"There's a few more I want to document before I forget," she continued as she flipped through the pages of the book.

_Gronckle. Boulder class. One of the toughest dragons around, it's impossible to tell its tail from its head. These dragons are the slowest flyer but make up for it in maneuverability and jaw strength, able to rip a full-grown armored Viking in half. Extremely dangerous. Kill on sight._

While she couldn't disagree that they were tough, she knew they possessed a more delicate side. Drawing the Gronckle from the arena as well as the titan winged friend of Toothless, she filled in her sketchbook with her findings.

_Tough, slow and powerful; these dragons have a large appetite for stones and other forms of rocks. If a Gronckle overeats on certain minerals, it can create alloys from its lava. When training a Gronckle, a good soother is sweet grass (dragon nip). They have an excellent sense of smell._

Satisfied, she turned the pages to the Whispering Death:

_Boulder class. The Whispering Death only knows one thing; killing! Extremely dangerous. Kill on sight._

Hiccup gave the book a confused stare before etching an image of Etch into the pages of her book as well as some well needed information.

_This dragon uses its saw-like teeth to eat though solid stone and earth. They avoid direct sunlight and can release spines from any part of its body when threatened. When confronted with a Whispering Death, remain calm and show it you mean no harm. This dragon does not like dragon nip._

Completing her research, Hiccup closed her books and returned them to her satchel. Upon opening the bag, her hammer fell out from her tool roll and onto the boulder near her, catching a ray from the sunlight and bouncing it onto the ground.

Both Toothless and Sharpshot stared at the mysterious beam of light, focused and unmoved by the still circle. Gustav and Hiccup looked at each other before she reached to grab it, moving the light as well as their attention.

Hiding behind the boulder, she moved the hammer some more, causing Toothless to pounce up and trail after the moving orb. He zipped around, trying to stop the little ball of light and once he held it under his paws she moved it away, teasing him with every attempt he made to catch the light.

Gustav did the same with his helmet, catching a ray of light and leading Sharpshot in circles as he tried to follow the shiny orb on the ground.

"Wanna try, Fanghook?" he asked leading the beam near him, Fanghook content with just staring at it while he cradled the sparrow's nest.

The game lasted until there was no more light in the cove and Toothless and Sharpshot spiraled out of dizziness.

Both Vikings chuckled merrily as the last beam of light faded from sight.

…

The sky was beginning to glow bright orange as Hiccup and Gustav said farewell to their dragons, Hiccup nearly forcing Toothless to wash off the pigment from his body and Sharpshot seemingly vanishing without a trace. They collected their gear and headed back to the village, returning one of the fishing baskets to the fisherman as they made a stop by the Haddock home. Both proceeded to a bath, Hiccup in her tub and Gustav using the one in Stoick's room. After their bath, she loaned him an old pair of shorts and a shirt while she did their laundry.

While the clothing dried, she made them a mild cauliflower and eggplant curry over steamed rice, which they both had second bowls of. Once their stomachs were filled and Gustav's clothes dried, he dressed while Hiccup cleaned the dishes before he took his basket and they make their way to the forge.

"There you two are," Gobber called out as he saw his apprentices approaching the shop. "I was beginning to worry you two got carried off by dragons."

They both froze in place before giving an awkward laugh. "Ha-ha, us, with dragons? N-no way, we haven't been near any dragons, right, Gustav?" Hiccup shoved him softly with her arm.

"Yeah, totally nowhere near dragons. Just us, out in the woods, all by ourselves," he fiddled with his basket before they unfroze and went further into the forge.

"Well that's good to hear, so what do you two have planned for tonight?" he turned to both of them.

Hiccup opened her satchel and pulled out the two pieces of glass she collected from the Isle of Oasis.

Gobber's eyes flew open. "Is that what I think it is?"

"Yeah, I found it today. I have an idea on how to use it."

"That's great news, in the meantime, why don't I show you how to sharpen that sword you made earlier, Gustav?" Gobber reached out for a blade on the wall that Gustav had formed earlier that day.

He nodded eagerly as he followed Gobber to the grinding stone, leaving Hiccup to her own accord.

She stepped into her study, lit a candle and began crafting a tool she could use the glass with. The magnifying effect the glass had allowed her to see things from far distances and together with the smaller piece, it focused and made it easier to see. Taking a piece of brass, she molded it into a cone, each end the same diameter as one of the circle pieces of glass. For comfort she sewed a strip of tan leather around the cone before attaching the glass to the ends and sealing them in place with leather and fine stitch work.

She looked over the spyglass she crafted and set it to the side for a moment, trying to think up a new fin design for Toothless. Placing a blank sheet of paper in front of her, she sketched out the basic shape of the fin based off of the original design still on the table. When she got to the cable and turner she stopped, musing over what could possibly move on its own while still remaining balanced.

The gears in her head were turning, focusing as she tried to figure out what she could use, till it hit her.

_Gears_, she thought before drafting the new design onto her blueprint.

Hiccup now knew exactly how to give Toothless his flight back. She went to the metal storage room and pulled out a brass rod, bringing it to the fire pit, where she tempered the metal and cut it into manageable pieces.

"Whatcha workin' on now, Hiccup?" Gobber asked seeing her flattened several brass disk.

"Gears," she replied taking the flat brass to the fire, turning plain brass disk into precise gears that would become the new force in allowing Toothless to fly. Along with the gears, she made a special half gear that interlocked with the groves of a complete gear as well as a level system which would move the fin with direction from the organic one.

_I hope this works._

With the gears completed, she repeated the process of making the metal framework of the fin and connecting the gear lever in place before returning to her study. Taking a length of dark leather, she fabricated it onto the frame as well as the top of the gear end. Testing out the lever, she watched as the fin opened and closed smoothly and her heart filled with both happiness and sorrow.

"I did it," she whispered softly as the light from her candle finally died out.

…

Projects completed, she exited her study to show Gobber and Gustav what she created using the glass pieces.

Gobber just finished polishing the sword Gustav sharpened to a luster when Hiccup presented it to him, "Look into it, what do you see?"

He took the small end of the spyglass with his clamp prosthetic and pointed it parallel to his eye, looking out the shop window. He came into contact with Snotlout's blue eyeball, staring directly at him with its bloody veins in such detail he could have counted the lines if his stomach wasn't churning from the horrible sight.

"Well that's something I wish I didn't see." He handed the spyglass over to Gustav as he walked over to the wall to rehang the sword.

Hiccup marched over to the window where the other teens gathered with their weapons in need of repair.

Snotlout leaned into the window, closer to Hiccup with an arrogant smirk on his face. "Sup, babe, miss me?" he winked, making a clicking sound.

"Can I help you with something?" she asked in genuine confusion, her eyebrow slightly raised.

"Yeah, I need a bit of your delicate touch, if you know what I mean?"

"Uh, no, I don't know what you mean," she looked over his shoulder to the others. "Can I help the next customer?"

Snotlout reached out for her hand with his own, clasping them together. "Don't you feel it, babe? Today you looked at me with a fire in your beautiful eyes. I light the fire in your heart, don't I?" he pulled her hand to his face where he would have kissed it if not for Aarne punching him hard with his fist, knocking him cold on the ground.

Ruffnut and Tuffnut pushed forward into a line, stepping over Snotlout's prone body as they handed Hiccup their split spears.

"You look, different," said Ruffnut as she examined Hiccup from head to toe. She hadn't really seen Hiccup since she announced she wasn't going to be in dragon training anymore. Her complexion was tanned slightly and her eyes seemed to glow with some kind of passion from deep within.

Hiccup smiled warmly as she took hold of the spears. "I feel different, actually. Lately, I've been having so much fun. Actually enjoying myself with someone who totally gets me. I mean, we're from two completely different worlds but when I'm with him I just feel so…!" She hadn't realized she was letting her heart out until she finished attaching the metal tips to new staffs, seeing the looks on their faces, a mixture of both silence and utter confusion.

"Oh, so it's a guy!?" Ruffnut teased, a wide smirk on her face.

Hiccup panicked, fidgeting her arms about with the completed spears, one in each hand. "W-what!? No-no-no-no! I-I mean yes he's a 'guy' but we're just buds!" her cheeks were glowing a bright pink now.

"Really, just buds? I seriously doubt that judging by how red your face is right now," Ruffnut continued as Hiccup pushed her and her brother's weapons back to them, retrieving Fishlegs' worn hammer.

"Seriously, we're just friends, and this conversation is over," she balanced Fishlegs' hammer and fitted it with a new handle.

"Do we at least know him?" Fishlegs asked curiously, wondering who the individual who made her smile and blush so brightly.

"No, and thank the gods you nor anybody else knows who he is," she prayed cynically, returning his hammer.

"I know him," Gustav commented with a playful smile on his face with his eye over the spyglass, eager to tease Hiccup. "He's totally awesome!"

"Thank you for summing that up," Hiccup dryly stated giving him an apathetic glare.

"Here..." Aarne's tone was dark as he handed her his axe.

His sapphire eyes seemed shadowed with rage and what some would call jealousy though he would never admit to it himself. His expression matched his dark demeanor, icy like the coldest of winters and his body tensed as if ready for an attack.

Truth be told, he hadn't been himself lately. Ever since that night with those demonic eyes, he couldn't get them out of his head or how they related to Hiccup. She hadn't spoken to him since then and it sent him back to the days of silence.

The one thing that irked him with a fury was that half shell necklace around her neck she wore so proudly. He still couldn't figure out who it was that had given it to her and had managed to steal her heart from him which he felt was rightfully his to win.

He had checked his teammates for any sign of a half shell, even considering the possibility that it could probably be Gustav since for some reason or another they seemed to be hanging out more often than usual. There were even times when he suspected she was bewitched by some malevolent demon with glowing eyes, forcing her into something she had no control over.

Who else could it be? Because the gods know it wasn't him, and it was eating him up from the inside.

Hiccup took the axe with ease, her training with Toothless really paying off. She brought the axe over to the grinding stone, sharpening the dull overworked blade ends of Aarne's weapon.

"So, Gustav," chimed Ruffnut as she leaned into the window. "What's Mr. Awesome like?"

Hiccup shot Gustav a 'Please, don't encourage them look', as she finished one side of the blade.

"Sorry, but I promised Hiccup I wouldn't reveal the identity of the one she loves," Gustav looked back to Hiccup with a sly grin once she was done with the axe.

Her face was fire-red, clenching the axe close to her chest. "I-I-I… You're not helping!" she threw the axe back to Aarne who caught it easily as Hiccup raced forward to catch the little trouble maker.

"Get back here, you little Terrible Terror!" she caught him in her arms, tackling him to the ground and tickling the life out of him.

Gustav couldn't stop laughing. "No! Ha-ha-ha! Stop, it tickles!"

Just then, there was a rattling from Gustav's basket, causing both to remain still, being the only ones able to see it move about. Gustav lifted himself and proceeded to the basket as casually as he could, lifting the lid slowly then closing it rapidly. He turned over to Hiccup, pressing his lips together and motioning his eyes to the container.

Getting the message, she motioned her head to the study where he went with the basket as she got up and walked to the window, reaching out for the wooden panels. "Well, if that's all for tonight, we'll be closing shop and…"

Before she could close them, Aarne placed his arms out, stopping her from shutting them -but more so him- out. "I normally don't get what people do, but you're acting weird. You're hiding something," he coldly stated, his eyes clouded with built up negativity.

Hiccup cleared her throat before answering him. "M-me, hiding something? Th-that's ridiculous, I have nothing to hide."

"Only yourself. You've always been like that, Hiccup. You push everyone away. Why? Is it because you think you can take care of yourself? That you're as strong as everyone else? Well guess what, sweetheart, you're not! Face it, Hiccup, at the end of the day, you're just weak and alone! You don't even have the guts to be in the same room as your own people!" He let all his built up rage and fatigue onto her, saying things he'd never dream of telling her; but in his state of mind, it didn't matter.

He couldn't take them back.

Everyone remained silent, Hiccup could only stare as a single tear trickled down her now pale face.

_Is that what they all think?_ a small voice in the back of her mind told her.

That they only saw her as this frail little girl who did nothing for them? Had she only been deluding herself with happiness to cover up what a miserable excuses of a Viking she was?

_I'm not useless, am I?_

The others watched in silent shock as her tear dropped down her face. What Aarne had said was harsh. Saying something like that in the past would have been normal for them, but not him, he never stooped to their level. What made it seem worse was that for the first time in forever, she looked happy. Now her smile was gone again.

Hiccup took her trembling hands off the window panels and stepped away, her eyes covered by her bangs but if they could see them, they'd see into lifeless green eyes. She didn't say a word as she walked away from the window and towards the private study, Gobber making his way to the window.

"What in Valhalla happened here?" he hadn't heard anything said as he was in the back of the shop but the look on everyone's expression said something big went down.

Aarne's mind was finally catching up with what he had done. He hurt her, not just physically, now he hurt her emotionally as well.

_What have I done?_ He stormed off, his heart and mind in shatters over the monster he was turning into.

…

"Hiccup, you know Aarne didn't mean that. He's just a little worked up over training and stuff," while Tuffnut usually wasn't one to defend, he knew Aarne just wanted her to know she had people she could rely on, not just herself.

Her eyes still masked by shadows, she wrapped her arms around herself for protection, her voice soft and shaking. "I know. I'm sorry," she pulled the curtain to her study and disappeared before their eyes.

When she entered her study, Gustav had lit another candle, trying to keep the lid to the basket closed as it rattled up and down. She calmed herself as she slowly took hold of Gustav's hands and lifted the lid open.

Standing on his hind legs, Sharpshot looked up to them curiously. At the cove, he had decided to take a nap inside one of the cozy fish-smelling baskets they had, only waking up when he heard their laughter, and thinking it was playtime tried to get out and join the fun. When they finally let him out, he was in a strange room but was just happy to see them.

"Sharpshot? He must have been in the basket before we left the cove," Hiccup cleared her face, petting his scaly muzzle. "Sorry, pal, but you can't come out yet, we have to take you back to the forest."

As she was speaking to him, Gustav looked over the drawings of her walls. Before she designed weapons, she used to decorate her study with pictures of birds and flowers. There was even a Troll map where she crossed off places where she had thought she had spotted one. On her bookshelves were books of various subjects ranging from Greek philosophy and law to scrolls on mathematics and science. On one shelf, she held all her leather materials and sewing tools along with miniature models of some of her earliest inventions and another shelf solely dedicated to sketchbooks and woven baskets of loose odds and ends. The work table she used was neatly organized with containers of paint brushes and leather cutting knives.

Seated at the center of the work bench was a black fin. He stared at it intensely, hoping one day to gain the same level of craftsmanship skills she possessed. "Is this Toothless' new fin?"

Hiccup turned over and walked up him. "Yeah. Toothless still can't fly without me, and that's not fair. So, hopefully with this, he'll be able to leave tonight."

"Tonight?" Gustav looked at her nervously. "That means, I'd have to say goodbye to Fanghook and Sharpshot?"

Her heart sank, she knew the cost for returning Toothless his flight meant his freedom, it also meant an end for Gustav's friendship with his own dragons since she promised they'd be together till she fixed his fin. Even though she knew it was important to keep her promise to Toothless, she also didn't want to see Gustav sad.

It was a difficult decision.

"I'll tell you what, I'll hold off on giving him his new fin for as long as I can, just until the rest of the villagers get back from the voyage. Deal?"

His frown grew to a satisfied smile. "Deal."

"Alright then, now to get you back to the woods," she turned over to Sharpshot who hid into his basket, not ready to leave yet.

"Let him stay Hiccup, just for the night. Think of it as a sleepover, please," Gustav walked over to shield his little friend.

"_Please,_" Sharpshot quietly hissed climbing up Gustav's vest and onto his helmet.

She sighed. "Fine, but stay in here, we can't let the others see you here, Sharpshot. In the meantime, I'm gonna…go to the cove for a while," her demeanor changed to a more sullen one. "I've got a few things on my mind, I'll be back soon."

Gustav and Sharpshot looked at each other, Sharpshot leaning over to see him from the helmet. "Okay, we'll be here for the night waiting for you. This is so exciting, I've never been to a sleepover before," he hopped joyfully, knowing tonight was going to be the best night ever.

…

Toothless was still awake when he spotted Hiccup enter the cove. She usually didn't come this late at night, but didn't really mind, he enjoyed her company. He walked up to her and trailed his head under her hand, which she then caressed over his face.

"Hey there, bud. Just need to clear my mind," she walked over to a boulder and sat on it, Toothless right beside her.

_You know what helps me clear my mind?_ He leaned forward, presenting himself in a starting position.

Hiccup stared and gave him an understanding smile as she lifted herself and mounted his saddle. They both left, leaving a sleeping Fanghook and his little sparrow chick peacefully in the cove.

…

Under the cover of the night sky, Toothless and Hiccup flew around the Island of Berk, knowing they'd go unspotted. They flew past the beach where they swam its waters and ate on its shores, past the sea stacks where they both flew over and under, even beyond the strip of cliff side where they watched their first sunset together. Turning further over the island, they drew near the village, illuminated by the lights of the watch post and from the fires inside the villagers' houses. From here, the village looked so enchanting.

She leaned down onto his back, looking out to the village below. "That's where I made your fin," she pointed out the forge for him. "And that's the spot where I shot you down," her voice shook a bit after saying that. She pointed over to a house close to the forest line, atop a hill overlooking the entire town. "That's where I live with my dad, he's the chief."

Toothless was slightly taken aback by this revelation. He not only befriended a Viking, but the daughter of the chieftain.

"I know one day I'm gonna have to take his place, but how can I possibly compare to him when I couldn't even kill a dragon? I can barely hold a conversation with the other teens my age without doubting myself or feeling like less of a... of a Viking"

He felt sad for her, not out of pity, but from knowing she was more than what she thought herself to be. When he looked at her, he saw a kind, beautiful and intelligent person who went against what she was taught to believe and thought was right.

She changed his world forever.

He wanted to tell her she was an amazing individual with incredible talents and a heart and soul that brought creatures together. That the more time he spent with her, the harder it was for him to get her out of his mind. To tell her he…

There was a cold shiver that ran down his spine as the all too familiar call of his lord echoed inside his eardrums.

_No, not now,_ he prayed in thought but it was too late. He was captivated by the siren's call he was raised to obey.

He swooped downward with little warning to her as she gripped onto the railing tightly. They flew further out to sea, a mysterious low blanket of fog covering her line of sight. "Toothless, what's happening?" she felt something in the pressure of the fog and she didn't like it.

"Whoa! What is it?" she asked as they pressed further into the deep murkiness. The sound of wild called surrounding her as she looked around to find the faint hints of dragons all around her. A full-grown Monstrous Nightmare peeled by them, unaware of her presence, carrying a large fish in his claws. Soon she could see other dragons from Deadly Nadders to Hideous Zipplebacks with similar fish in their grasp, even the occasional sheep and boar in the mist.

Hiccup pressed herself closer to Toothless, trying to become invisible in the growing cluster of wild dragons with their numbers only seeming to get larger. She was quickly becoming afraid.

"Toothless, you gotta get us out of here, bud," she whispering into his ear.

"_I can't. I'm sorry,_" he growled back loud enough for her to know she needed to stay calm and quiet but not enough for the other to realize he was there.

They continued into the mist until the dragons all began to dive downward onto sea pillars, weaving under them and turning from side to side to avoid colliding into them. She kept silent, letting Toothless guide the way into the darkness.

As they ducked the various sea stacks, she could see the faint light from flowing fire off the side of a mountain, the only sign to her of land. Following it up to the top with her eyes, she realized it was not a mountain, but a giant volcanic island with sturdy stone covering around it. It gave off a menacing and malevolent aura under the fog and night sky.

She wasn't too sure where Toothless was taking her, but she wished he wasn't.

…

Further they flew towards the volcano, heading straight for the very walls of it till she saw there was a great gap, allowing them to enter into the dark tunnels of stone and hanging pillars. Toothless maneuvered his body from right to left, a bright red glow leading them into the belly of the fire pit.

The cavern burned hot from the thick, sticky lava below the various columns where small colonies of dragons roasted after dumping their haul into its steaming fires and into the mouth of their master. Toothless scoped the perimeter, hoping to find a dark spot where he and Hiccup could go unnoticed by the prince.

"What my dad wouldn't give to find this?" Hiccup silently said watching as all the dead and alive animals were tossed down into the fiery hole of the volcano's base. "Well it's satisfying to know that all own food has been dumped down a hole."

Under the cover of the shadows, Toothless circled the cavern unspotted, finding a narrow opening between the wall and a tall column of stone for them to take refuge. He landed hushly, prowling into the darkness, more so for Hiccup's safety than his own.

This was the one dragon he didn't want her to know about.

_They're not eating any of it_, she thought as the final dragon appeared from the opening, a mid-sized Gronckle lazily weaving from side to side before making it to the center of the cavern. He opened his mouth and let a single fish slide down his tongue and into the pit below, laxly scratching the back of his ear before a horrifying bellow from below brought every soul inside the hive into a silent panic.

"_No, my liege, PLEASE!" _he pleaded before the massive head of the Red Death swooped up, catching the Gronckle by the leg. There was a piercing cry as blood from the Gronckle's leg seeped from between the sword like teeth of his devourer. Red Death allowed the blood to slowly drip down into his mouth and when satisfied, took another bite out of the pitiful Gronckle lodged in his jaws. Opening his mouth, he let the body slide further in before taking another stronger bite onto the still living and screaming dragon.

Hiccup could only watch in horror as the Gronckle tried desperately to pry himself loose, only ripping into his flesh more as it tore from the eaten half. His midsection freed with half his body eaten, he crawled over the fangs of the cannibal below him, faint cries calling out for mercy from his blood drenched mouth as his guts trailed behind him.

With this game quickly becoming a bore to Red Death, he opened his jaws fully, the Gronckle holding onto one of his fangs to prevent himself for further being eaten alive and with a fast snap, he closed his jaws tightly. The still audible screams of the Gronckle could clearly be heard as he fell down the monster's throat and belly, leaving only three little claws exposed on the outside of his teeth.

Hiccup felt the need to vomit from the sight of immense torture the innocent dragon had to go though. She now understood why they raided. It wasn't to feed themselves, but a tyrant-like overload who used them like slaves and if their performance was below par, they'd be eaten themselves.

This was what Toothless did for his ruler, this is what they all did, and she prayed to the gods she wasn't next in line to be consumed.
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...

Silence.

For the longest time, there was silence within the walls of the hive. The only sound produced moments later was the satisfied grumbling hums of the Red Death as he lowered his head back into the fiery smoke.

An acidy sensation crept its way up Hiccup's throat as the smell of cold blood coated the air from the horrendous murder witnessed by all in the volcano. She couldn't believe any creature could be so cruel, so merciless.

This dragon was a true demon.

She wasn't sure how to react. Her heart told her to scream out of fear while her mind said she needed for keep still like stone. She hadn't realized her hands were shaking vigorously as if she had left them in icy water and her breathing had stopped from pure shock.

If she had to describe the horrid mixtures of emotions, smells, sounds and sights she was forced to endure in one word, it would be traumatizing. No creature, be it of the greatest good or unholiest of evils should have to go through the same tragic fate that Gronckle had gone through.

She and Toothless needed for get out of there, immediately.

…

As his body was returning to the same comfortable position he was accustomed to, a new sensation crossed the path of his nostrils as he breathed in and savored the aroma of herbal delight. It was a delicate scent, a bouquet of fresh sweet grass and soil, with a soft hint of sunshine in the undertone.

He had to have it.

Rising again from his abysm he could pick up the scent of another, something far more familiar. The spice of jet lignite, celestial light and the faintest odor of southern wind; this smell could only belong to one being.

"_Night Fury,"_ he hummed deeply, the vibrations from his voice bringing sharp shivers to Toothless' spine. "_There you are. There really is no need to hide from me. I can hear your breath."_ He snaked his massive head around the hive, listening for the frustrated breaths of the Night Fury he was familiar with.

"_I can smell your scales,"_ his nostrils following the whispers of fragrance that encircled the air, the sweet and cosmic notes mixing together.

Whatever his Night Fury had, he craved.

Sensing their time was running short, Hiccup leaned down to Toothless' ear and faintly whispered in a trembling and frightened tone, "Alright, bud, we gotta get outta here."

She might as well have yelled it out to the heavens, for the Red Death caught the sound of a small and fragile voice. Turning towards the voice, he could vaguely see his Night Fury hiding in the darkness, but it was the creature atop him that captured his attention.

She looked delicious.

"_I can smell __**Her**__,"_ a dark chuckle under his breath. "_I'm rather disheartened you stayed away for so long. How kind of you to bring me a sweet treat!_"

Toothless lunged forward and quickly took to the air before the sharp and precise fangs of Red Death could snap at Hiccup's body. It took a moment for her to realize what nearly happened, still too shaken up by the dragons enormous presence.

It was only when Red Death felt nothing but the fragrant air between his teeth did he come to terms that his prized soldier had denied him what he wanted. This, tipped the scale of his rage and with a tremendous outburst, shook the very earth itself.

"_NIGHT FURY!_"

The earth trembling roar vibrated the columns, causing a massive uprising in the hive as thousands of life-threatened dragons took to the air and towards the narrow exit of the volcano. The horde spiraled into chaos as dragons tried to forcefully push one another aside to make it out of the raging monster's way, leaving the young to fend for themselves in the dark cavern to possibly die.

Toothless followed the traffic upward, the path from which they came too far off to dare an exit. He maneuvered from left to right, desperately trying to find an opening in the cluster of panicked reptiles before Red Death managed to lift his overgrown body upward.

During the riot to leave the nest, a Monstrous Nightmare's wing collided with Hiccup's body. The force of the wing to her chest caused her to lose her grasp on the rails and unhooking the hook which kept her attached to Toothless. With the support gone, Hiccup flung her arms out, trying to grab the railings. Unable to reach for them, she began to fall, her screams echoed in the cave as her body sank away from her friend.

…

Amidst the loud cries of dragons and flapping of wings, Red Death managed to capture a Zippleback in his teeth as he lunged up to capture the human from the Night Fury. He dragged the helpless Zippleback down as he gave quick, bone crackling bites to the two-headed dragon, enough to shatter every bone in their body but enough to keep them alive to experience it. He loved playing with his meal before eating it, it made the thrill of being in charge all the more pleasurable. No one to stop him or challenge his authority.

He felt like a king, but oh how he knew he'd never be one.

Not yet at least.

As he slurped the mashed Zippleback down his esophagus, the piercing scream of something foreign came from the sky. Looking up, he witnessed the human girl, falling into his path and with a satisfied grin, opened his massive jaws, ready to shallow her whole.

…

Toothless hadn't noticed she was gone till her cries alerted him. He flapped his wings harder, trying to stay afloat as he looked back to her descending form.

"_HICCUP!"_ Not thinking twice, he turned his body down to her. She looked merely meters away from the fowl jaws of Red Death as he sped towards her. He feared the worst.

If he hadn't have offered to go for a midnight flight, this would have never happened.

_It's all my fault._

His wings seemed to beat at slow motion as the world around him nearly paused.

_It's all my fault._

He could see the sheer terror in her face as she desperately reached out for him.

_It's all my fault._

Her body was so close to the Red Death that he'd never make it to her on time. It would take a miracle to rescue her.

With the Red Death ready to lock his toothy cage shut, the Gronckle who had befriended the innocent Viking girl, stroked his massive wings and at speeds he never thought he could reach before, swooped in a straight line adjacent to Red Death's jaws and scooped Hiccup's small body into his paws. He hardly collided with the stone wall, managing to cradle Hiccup softly unharmed as Red Death's mouth shut to nothing for the second time.

Managing to lean his body to a column, Toothless called out to his only friends in his aid. "_GRONCKLE!_"

"_She's safe!" _he called out, laying Hiccup into the cave where the young dragons laid. _"I'll distract him! You two need to get out of here, NOW!" _With that said, he flew towards his czar and with sharp claws, scratched at the eyes on his left side.

"_AAAAHHHH!_" Red Death shook his head vigorously, trying to shake off the Gronckle. "_HOW DARE YOU, YOU USELESS REPTILE! YOU DARE TRY MY PATIENCE, YOU TREASONOUS PEASENT!_"

"_My loyalty is to the Night Fury and his rider! I will not be afraid of you anymore!"_ the Gronckle rose in flight and ignited the boiling lava in his gut, firing hard and heavy blows to the beast while Toothless clawed his way down the pillars towards Hiccup, praying she was alright.

…

Hiccup witnessed as the Gronckle was single-handedly warding off the giant of a dragon. It was when she felt something run past her leg that she turned from the action inside the volcano, and from the vague light that entered the cavern, she could see a massive horde of young dragons cowering in fear.

She had never seen baby dragons before. They looked so small and defenseless. She knew that if left here, they'd surely die under the rumbling battle within the mountain.

She felt a firm push to her back, turning over to see Toothless.

"Toothless," she tightly wrapped her arms around his neck before extending them out. "We gotta go."

He positioned himself for her to climb on, but she refused to.

"We can't leave them here," she pointed out to the babies.

"_Hiccup, we don't have time for this. We need to get out of here!"_ he yanked on her vest but she pushed his head aside and stayed her ground.

"We have to help them."

While Toothless admired her devotion to help and defend he really wished she didn't spring out this need right then and there. He let out a frustrated roar. He nearly lost her and she refused to go on account of young dragons. He released another bellowing from the pit of his stomach and there was an odd echoing vibration to it. He could see the cavern. Not with his eyes, but with his ears. He could sense every corner, every turn and from one small alley way, he could sense air.

There was an exit.

Toothless lowered his head to Hiccup's legs, wedging them open and sliding her back onto the saddle before giving out another call, following the path to the exit with his ears. If she wanted to at least try and save these young ones, he'd do his best to help her out.

"You know a way out?" Hiccup asked, looking over the saddle to him as he gave her a reassuring nod. Satisfied, she turned her attention to the young dragons. "Come on, follow us!"

She pointed forward.

"_Stay close!"_ Toothless called out as he ran towards the exit.

The baby dragons, while frightened would rather follow the Night Fury and his sweet-smelling friend than stay there with an angry prince.

Quickly they all ran into the darkness, Toothless leading the way and Hiccup's scent as a guide to the young ones. After turning several corners and pathways, they could feel the cold night air and see the dark starry skies on the opposite end of the tunnel.

Faster they all ran, till the ground below them became to tremble and crack. From within the mountain, the vengeful hauler of the Red Death was causing the cave to collapse upon itself. With the faint light from the moonlight outside entering the tunnel, Hiccup and Toothless turned over to see the rumble from the ceiling falling from the roof as it quickly led its path towards them and the cluster of babies.

"RUN!" Hiccup commanded and both Toothless and the flock of dragons sped their pace out to the night air. Hiccup and Toothless were the first to exit, Hiccup jumping off of him and pointing the way out for the young ones to follow suit.

From the furthest part of the tunnel the smallest youngster, a violet Nadder, struggled to keep up. When he felt he was making progress with catching up with the others, a boulder from above fell and trapped his small wing, stopping him in his tracks as he cried out in pain.

Hearing the sound of the Nadder, Hiccup looked into the cave and saw the baby Nadder trapped. They were all so close to being free, she couldn't possibly leave one behind. Not taking a second to think it over, she stormed back into the darkness, racing against the clock as the walls and ceiling were quickly falling down.

"_HICCUP!" _Toothless shouted into the tunnel seeing her half way in.

She dodged falling stones and dirt as she reached the little Nadder, who cowered lowly to her presence, not too sure what she'd do to him. Quickly examining the boulder, Hiccup grabbed either side of it and with all her might, lifted the stone up enough for the Nadder to release his injured wing. The rumble closing in on them, Hiccup scooped up the little Nadder and bolted back to the exit. She could feel the air behind her becoming heavier and more treacherous, mere feet away from the falling daubery. As they made it toward the exit, Hiccup leaped out as far as she could, making it out as the tunnel closed in and sealing itself shut. She rolled several times on the cool black pebble beach, the Nadder safely held in her arms.

She had hoped that would be the end of it, but she was terribly mistaken.

…

"_ENOUGH!" _Red Death yelled out at such volume the entire island seemed to quake. The columns and ledges began to break apart from the body of the volcano and into the burning lava below, crowding the space of the prince.

Feeling he had done his part and given the Viking and the Night Fury the time to escape, he maneuvered around the collapsing ceiling towards the exit off the side of the mountain.

The Red Death was now burning with bitterness and wrath. The Night Fury: his commanding officer, most devoted follower and slave, had betrayed, even managed to convert another from him. And all for what, for a delicious little pet?

No, this was his castle. This was his horde. And as far as anyone was concerned, whatever the Night Fury had, belonged to him.

Through his outrage, he began slamming his head onto the walls of the volcano, crumbling the stone and his claws scrapped deeply into it. He brought his massive clawed paws forward and began pushing out at the side of the mountain. Again and again he cracked at the strong fortress, till he could feel the faint gust of air coming from the tiny openings in the wall. With his thick skull, he forced open the womb of the mountain and emerged from the large rumble of stone and volcanic ash like a god. He led his entire body out of the hollow volcano, and while he had never left the sanctity of his home, his muscles were tough and hard. His first step onto the pebbled beach sank him into it like a heavy weight on thin paper. He looked up with the eyes on his right side which were not crawled at to see the massive horde of dragons encircling the air above near the spout of the volcano.

They were all frightened and tremendously wanted to leave and never return, but where could they turn to? Most, if not all of the dragons were born inside of the volcano. They were introduced to this world by the haunting trumpet of the Red Death and their lives were surely ended by the same if they were unlucky enough to not be killed in battle for his personal sport. Yes, even dragons had their own version of bloody gladiator sport, with them as the warriors and Red Death as the emperor who watched in great delight at the sight of gore and violence. It was the only place they knew as home, as prison and as their grave.

The mothers of the young ones wailed into the night sky, knowing that their babies were crushed under the mountains mighty wall before one male Nadder cried out, "_Look!_"

All the flock turned their attention away from Red Death and toward the cluster of youngsters safely on the beach with the Night Fury. They watched as the young girl emerged from the collapsing cave, a small Nadder cradled in her arms. Their expression was a combination of joy and utter astonishment. They saved the next generation of dragons from the chaos caused by the Red Death's anger. The mothers rejoiced, thanking the heavens above that their children were alive while the rest of the colony gave a silent nod of thanks to the Night Fury, even to the girl who risked her life for one.

…

Both the Red Death and the flock of young dragons were on the same stretch of beach, separated by three miles of black pebbles but distance didn't matter to Red Death as his right eyes caught sight of the Night Fury and the small female.

This was their fault.

He let out a bloody churning roar towards them. They slowly turned their body towards the sound coming face to face with the monster himself, towering high with his enormous shaped. With the moonlight shining down onto his form, he looked far more demonic and hideous than anything that dared to walk on the face of the earth. His eyes glowed red with fury as they focused onto the two problematic creatures beneath him in both height and caste.

He took a large gulp of air into his oversized lungs and once they were filled to the brim, he converted it to deadly gas and fire as it burned the beach floor creating a huge wall of thick blob-like flames.

Hiccup and Toothless could feel the immense heat blanketing down to them from the gust of wind pushing the smothering flames towards them. It was becoming difficult to breathe as the air around them was being eaten up.

Hiccup lowered the Nadder to the ground and gave a deep-set cough as ash entered her lungs. "GET OUT OF HERE!" she managed to cry out to the young dragons, who listened to her words as she pointed them to go in the opposite direction of the flames. They ran as fast as they could past the mountain and towards the thick brush of forest once the beach line ended.

Toothless held his ground as he glared at the Red Death. He knew he could never take on such a massive giant alone, but wouldn't risk putting Hiccup into this dangerous fight. This wasn't her battle, it was his. He raced towards the flames, jumping into the air as he desperately tried to fly up and challenge his oppressor but couldn't stay up for too long. On one attempt he felt Hiccup's hand take hold of the rail as she tried to mount onto him. Toothless pushed her aside, not wanting her involved in this.

"You can't do this alone, bud!" she lunged towards him and held onto the rails tightly so when he pushed her a second time she'd stay by his side. "I'm here for you. We're a team."

He looked into her green eyes as the fire from the wall shined into them making them appear amber and bright. Her face and clothing were covered in soot and dirt with her expression stoic and firm. She wasn't leaving his side and he knew it. She'd go into battle for him like he would do the same for her. Knowing he couldn't change her stubborn ways, he held still as she mounted onto his saddle and despite there being no hook to secure her in place, she never felt safer in her whole life than on to back of her friend and teammate.

…

They shot into the air like a missile, with ever beat of Toothless' wings they soared higher into the night sky.

The crowd of dragons saw their display and watched in amazement as they looped back down toward the czar himself. The familiar siren of the Night Fury covered the air as it increased in pitch with every inch they lunged to the Red Death. With a precise and massive blow, the Night Fury shot out a rocket of blue intense pulse-like fire onto the tyrant's jaw, the force pushing him back as if he had been punched by a meteor.

Red Death had to admit, it stung.

Hiccup and Toothless looped back around under the monster's chin and spiraled into the heavens once more. With her knuckles bruising white, she managed to look down on the massive beast on the beach. "That thing has wings. Okay, let's see if it can use them!" She pulled on the railings and Toothless stopped on a dime and flipped around back towards the still shocked dragon. With another massive hit, this time to the back winged area, the pressure sent the Red Death to his side.

He let out an agonizing bellow from the pain, quite possible the most he'd ever felt in his life. He had never felt so humiliated. He was the prince, the ruler and he was not going to let a Night Fury and his pet get the better of him in front of his subject. He was going to prove why he was in charge, once and for all.

He spread his massive wings, small holes forming on the bottom from lack of use. This was his first time spreading his wings and the size of them matched that of a whale. With a heavy stroke he unleashed them and his maiden flight began.

"You think that did it?" Hiccup asked as she looked over behind her, the Red Death disappearing from her sight.

Then from under Toothless, the Red Death rose to her sights, his massive fangs and piercing eyes aiming for her and the Night Fury.

"Well he can fly," she stated, although she wasn't too thrilled by the revelation once he was closing the gap between them.

Red Death drew closer, ready to snap and destroy the horrible little wretch who ruined his perfect little bubble of an existence.

Toothless could feel the heavy disgusting breath of the beast on his fin but it was then that a hot heat blast came from the sky above, hitting the dragon on his massive fangs. He looked up to see not only the Gronckle but a few other dragons as well as they blasted onto their warden. If it was any other dragon who chose to attack the Red Death, they would have let them die, but this was the Night Fury. He defended them when they needed it and protected their young when hope for them seemed lost. It was also for the aid of the small girl because despite her being an enemy they were taught to despise, they couldn't do that now seeing her defend against the monster.

Red Death was not pleased with this turn of events. If they should be aiding anyone, it should be him and not the treasonous Night Fury and his witch. "_ENOUGH OF THIS, YOU WORTHLESS LIZARDS!" _he howled as he set more flames from out of his mouth and into the surrounding air, creating a heavy gate of fire blocking the other dragons from his targets.

With the wall created, Toothless and Hiccup flew through the tall sea stacks, dodging them with minimal effort and pin-point precision with the Red Death forcing the stacks to crumbles as he followed their trail. From behind them he could see the odd discoloration of one of the fins on his tail. He gave a deep and deranged laugh at the sight. He now knew why the Night Fury hadn't returned, for it must be a terrible shame to have to rely on a pathetic little runt to aid in flight.

Hiccup looked behind her as the Red Death was hot on their trail and looked back to the starry and dark clouds to relieve her of her fears. She gazed into the thick clouds and back to the Red Death, whose eyes were torn at and weren't his primary and strongest sense.

"Okay, Toothless, time to disappear!" she said as she switched the angle of the foot pedal and fin with a click. "Come on, bud!"

Toothless understood and exited the foggy sea stack field and rose to the heavens like a jet. Red Death followed suit as he lifted his wings and body up on pursuit. He breathed in another vat of air, turning it into an ill green gas.

"Here it comes!" Hiccup shouted as she pushed Toothless' rails, motioning him out of the line of whipping fire from the Red Death

The other dragons watched from below as the Night Fury and his rider climbed higher into the ominous black cloud, practically disappearing as the Red Death speedily followed.

…

Inside the clouds, they vanished. Red Death sniffed the air to find them, their scents mixing around in the air vapor making it seem they were all around and he could hardly hear them with the winds whistling in his eardrums. He began to speak.

"_How humiliating. To have to be less of a dragon, Night Fury. But that doesn't change the fact that you're one of a kind. I'll make you a deal…"_ he circled around, trying to locate the two. "_I'll allow you to live if you stand down and return to me. I'll even let you keep your little concubine; whatever's left of her when I'm finished with her."_ at his last words he chortled insanely.

Hearing those words struck Toothless and he zipped through the clouds in a fury before releasing a powerful blast onto the prince's wing, who cried out in pain. He whipped by him unseen, the cloak of night and dark zephyrs camouflaging his scales.

Red Death looked around in the darkness angry, hostile and ready to kill the both of them now.

From above, Toothless gave another shot to the massive wings of the beast, hoping to rip them apart from his body like he had done to all of his enslaved dragons. Over and over again he fired, aiming at the wings and while they were new to flight were exceptionally strong and held up to the explosive blows from his plasma blasts.

From the earth, the baby dragons and the adults could see the balls of blue light from the clouds, silhouetting the massive form of the Red Death as he flapped his wings in the air. It looked as though a cluster of ball lighting was striking the demon alone.

"_YOU HORRIBLE REBELLIOUS BRAT, NOW YOU'LL BOTH DIE! I'LL ENJOY EATING HER SLOWLY AS YOU WATCH!"_ he released a thick spray of fire into the air, the moisture from the clouds sizzling and creating a heavy mist of fog and flames.

The additional fog made it difficult to see and from behind Toothless and Hiccup a whip of flames came their way.

"WATCH OUT!" she called out as the flames slapped at Toothless' tail, the fin catching fire as it slowly began to burn away.

Seeing as the metal bones were beginning to reveal themselves, Hiccup could felt their imminent doom set in.

"Okay, time's up."

She caught sight of the Red Death, spotting them from the light of the flames as well as from the sound of her voice. The flames from his jaws brought back the memory of Sharpshot and how his body bloated and expanded from the inside. If they timed it right, they could do the same to him.

"Aim for his mouth when he's about to ignite! Let's see if this works," she said to Toothless, not wanting to panic him that his fin was disappearing but that they had everything under control.

He looped around and dove down at fast speeds, Hiccup could feel the numbing pressure on her balled fist as they drew closer to the giant. She stared straight at his injured eyes and shouted out to get him attention.

"COME ON, IS THAT THE BEST YOU CAN DO?!"

Hearing the human taunt him was the final straw as he turned his good eyes towards them, pure rage and blood crazed madness in them. He tried to snap at them as they passed but missed pathetically as the Night Fury was far too fast.

They flew straight down to earth, away from the clouds and back into barely visible sight with the Red Death training their every move. He reached out his neck and pushed his wings harder in order to catch up to the smaller dragon. He began drawing in more air, refilling his lungs so he could burn the two devils and send them straight into the pits of hell.

Hiccup wriggled the lever to the fin with no results as the final pieces of leather wilted away. Toothless began to get anxiety as he realized they were falling blind.

"Stay with me, buddy, we're good. Just a little bit longer," she said trying to calm his nerves as well as hers as they plummeted towards the earth.

Red Death narrowed his eyes as the last ounce of air filled his lungs. _"Say goodbye, Night Fury."_

"Hold, Toothless," she whispered.

As the audible hiss of gas came into earshot she pulled the rails back and Toothless flipped around. "NOW!"

"_By the way!" _Toothless yelled out to his former leader. "_My name is TOOTHLESS!" _at his final word he sent out a shot of blue flame straight into the cavity of the Red Death.

The beast closed his jaws as he felt the fire enter into his throat. The flame grew as it caught the gas within his esophagus, filling his jaws with a ball of uncontrollable fire, burning him from the inside. He urgently tried to extinguish the flame with his breath but the more breath he let out the more the fire grew from the gas in his lungs. As the final stretch of black fog and clouds left his sight, he realized it was a trap. His eyes widened as he spread his wings to full capacity, but his internal heat along with the extreme speed caused the small holes to rip open, tearing at his massive dark teal wings.

He let out an agonizing cry as his internal organs burned and the nerve endings of his wings sending massive signals of pain to his brain.

He couldn't stop the blaze within his guts.

He couldn't stop himself from falling head first onto the pebble beach.

But what meant the most above the excruciating pain was that he couldn't stop the Night Fury and the girl riding him.

His life flashed before his eyes as the sight of black stone became the final image of his existence before he burst into an explosive flame and ceased to live.

…

Hiccup and Toothless couldn't stop either but with all his might and perhaps with assistance from the gods, Toothless cut his wings thought the air quickly as the trails of burning fire raced after them as they made their way up the Red Death's back. He turned over the large spines on the monster's body as the explosive sounds of heat and the rotting smell of burning dragon laced the air.

Trying to move the fin once more, Hiccup pressed down on the pedal only to have it burn away and fall into the flames below.

Looking back up, she could see the massive mace-like tail of the Red Death as it headed into Toothless' path of flight.

"No, NO! TOOTHLESS!" she pushed his head away from the blunt tail as it fell towards them, evading his head but in the process it had Hiccup release her hands from the rails and struck her down.

All he felt was her soft hands pushing his head away and when he turned back, she was falling into the flames, motionless.

"_Hiccup,_" he reached out for her, unable to catch her. He streamed his body downward to her falling form. The flames silhouetting her with her arms out towards him as the flames grew. _No, Hiccup._

He raced, beating his wings harder than he ever did in his life, following her into the fires of hell.

…

When the fire was gone and the smoke began to clear up, the dragons lowered themselves to the pebbled beach.

All as quiet.

Several Monstrous Nightmares and Nadders fanned the smoke away with their wings, trying to find any traces of life in the rubble.

The Gronckle sniffed around and with a few strong whiffs was able to locate the two of them. He ran over the fallen chunks of mountain and layers of soot to the motionless form of the Night Fury. His wings were wrapped around himself, the leather saddle on his back torn and darkened with scorch marks and the remaining pieces of the fin were twisted like metal vines.

He was still breathing.

The crowd of dragons followed the Gronckle's trail and what they saw, they were saddened to see.

Toothless slowly opened his eyes to the image of the Gronckle standing over him. His eyes became feral as he gave an aggressive snarl pulling his wings tighter around him.

"_It's alright. We're not going to hurt you," _the Gronckle calmly told him.

After the adrenaline of combat left his system, Toothless relaxed himself enough to take steady breaths.

"_Where is she?"_ the Gronckle asked, looking around for any sign of her.

Slowly, Toothless unraveled his wings and held in his embrace was the tiny girl, covered in dark ash and cuts, her breathing was so faint it was barely a whisper.

Toothless leaned towards her, nuzzling her hair for her to wake up but she remained motionless.

"_You have to wake up, Hiccup. Don't leave me, I need you. Please, you can't go away,_" if a dragon could cry, his eyes would be laced with tears. She saved him. Pushed him out of the way so he could live and this is what she got in return.

It hurt his heart so much.

"_Wake up. We're a team, remember… I…"_ he stopped when she gave a quiet moan and slowly opened her eyes.

Her body felt so numb. She could barely move herself up.

"Toothless," she softly called out.

"_Yeah, I'm right here,"_ his heart jumped knowing she was alive.

She was so weak and tired, she couldn't carry another word and closed her eyes once more.

"_She's alive, but barely,"_ the Boneknapper came forward towards them. He looked down to her legs. One, the left one, was burned quite badly, the bone nearly exposed to the air. Examining it further, he could tell that the bones in her foot and from the lower part of her leg below the knee were shattered beyond repair.

She would never walk again.

"_I need to get her back to her home, she'll die here,"_ Toothless tried to lift himself up, but he was too tired to do so.

"_Don't worry, we'll help you,_" the Gronckle said as he motioned to several dragons who flew off into the mist.

Soon the baby dragons returned to their mothers, safe and happy they were alive and dare they say it, free. The smallest, the Nadder Hiccup had saved, slowly walked up to her and the Night Fury, sniffing her body and lightly pushing her head to made sure she was alive.

"_Will she live?_" he asked as his mother walked to his side.

"_I hope so, child. She's giving us the greatest treasure,_" she bowed to her sleeping form, thankful this small human saved the life of her own.

The other dragons returned from the fog with a long white sail from one of the destroyed Viking ships, a dragon at each corner. They maneuvered over Toothless and placed the fabric to the stone beach near his head and carefully dragged it under him and the girl in his arms, creating a nest for them to take them back to her shores. They dropped the corners down and waited for something, they were so used to being told what to do.

The Gronckle took the two front ends and held them tightly in his paws. "_I'm going to need a volunteer to help me get them there._"

Many wanted to help, but it was decided the Boneknapper was to help, him being third in command but with the Red Death gone, command didn't really seem to matter.

Taking the fabric closest to the Night Fury's head, both dragons carefully lifted the sail, hovering for a while before setting off into the midnight waters towards the home of the brave little Viking girl who changed their world forever.

What amazed them the most was it took her nine minutes to do something they all couldn't in three hundred years.
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...

Veiled by the darkness of the midnight sky, the Gronckle and the Boneknapper swiftly but delicately cradled Toothless who in turn guarded Hiccup's sleeping form. Her breathing was so soft and her heartbeat was but a shadow. He never let his eyes off of her. She seemed so small wrapped in his arms, he had never recognized it until now just how light she was. It was difficult to believe she managed to survive the crash.

They held low, meters away from the tranquil sea waters as to not be spotted by any Vikings as they approached the Isle of Berk, as any attacks of them would surely result in their injury or worse for the girl.

"_Where should we land? We can't get too close but we can't just leave her out in the open till somebody manages to find her,"_ the Gronckle spoke up as he viewed the bright red torches of the stone statues of Vikings and the lights from the village drawing closer.

Toothless thought back to when Hiccup introduced the village to her in the sky.

"_We'll try her house first, her father may be there. He's the chief."_

"_He's probably not there,_" the Boneknapper replied in a dry tone. "_We stormed off a group of Viking ships near the border of the island today. They flew the sails of this isle."_

Toothless cursed under his breath. It took a dragon a bit more than a half hour to fly from their island to Berk, but Viking ships took days, weeks even depending on the tidal currents and weather conditions. If they chased off her father's ship that day, it would take too long for them to get back to save Hiccup's life.

He contemplated perhaps Gothi, considering she was an ally as well as the village's healer, but her home was too high up. They'd surely be seen if they even attempted to get close.

_The fin_, he thought remembering the other place she pointed out to him. _"Near the side of the cliffs on the east there's a building with a vent leaking smoke, try there. It's the place where she made my fin._"

If it was near the cliff, it'd cover them from sight, hopefully this would work.

…

Gobber was hammering away at some twisted swords while Gustav brought the finished weapons to the back for storage with Sharpshot playing with some loose thread hanging off of Hiccup's shelves in her study. They were officially closed for the night, but with Gustav saying he and Hiccup were sleeping over in the forge, Gobber decided to stay up and wait till her return.

He was happy she had someone to spend her time with, she made an excellent mentor and treated Gustav like a younger brother and most importantly, like a friend. She didn't have many of those around, being as she usually kept to herself and that Stoick was overprotective and wary of her being out with others. The one person she ever truly bonded with was her mother, but with her gone for so long he feared Hiccup would never find someone to be there by her side. He honestly hoped that person would be Aarne. He always looked out for her in secret; he'd even beat at Snotlout and Tuffnut if they harassed or pulled vile pranks on her and would give Ruffnut an icy stare as his honor forbid him to hit girls.

Lately, he could see the internal struggles that haunted Aarne. It was the day that he cut and bruised her that set off the first crack in his usually apathetic demeanor but it was the revelation that she had someone special in her life that really caused his torment. They both had talked a few days ago about the subject. Aarne only wanted her happy and safe and yet he was bound to his duty to Stoick to look over her, even if she didn't want that. For Aarne, it bothered him she was keeping secrets from others, running off into the forest for long periods of time with Thor-knows-who and acting as if nothing had changed. Gobber had told him to not let it dwell on him but he knew the lad couldn't and it got to the point where he told her what was on his mind and quite possibly ruined their already fragile acquaintanceship.

Things were complicated.

…

Gustav was in the shed where all the stock weapons for the shop were kept when he heard the faint calls of dragons. He raised his hand to his ear and walked outside to the ledge over the cliff where he saw two dragons carrying a sail and in it laid Toothless.

"Toothless? What are you doing here?!" he said in a semi-whispering tone between his teeth.

"_Gustav?"_ Toothless looked closely to make sure it was him and sure enough it was the little guy himself. "_He's a friend, we can trust him,_" he told the two as they nodded and slowly lifted themselves up to the cliff with Gustav as their lookout.

Once the sail was firmly planted to the earth, the Gronckle and Boneknapper unveiled the wrap to reveal Toothless and Hiccup in his arms clinging for life.

"Hiccup!" Gustav couldn't help but exclaim as he ran to her side.

She was ice-cold to the touch and covered in grime and cuts. Her body smelt of smoke and burnt flesh. He dared not lift her, not sure if she'd feel pain.

"Hiccup's back, nice of you to…" Gobber limped out to the back, a smirk on his face till it spun into a shocked expression at the sight before him.

He inhaled a big chunk of air, ready to yell out and alert the village till…

"No, no, no! Please, Gobber, don't! I know this looks crazy but we don't have time to panic!" Gustav got up and stepped out of the way so Gobber could see what he meant.

The air in his lungs escaped him at the image of Hiccup cut and bruised in the paws of a jet black dragon, one like he had never seen before and for a moment the thought of dragons became absent in his mind as he paced to kneel to her side. He reached out and lifted her upper body to his ear, praying to hear a heartbeat and he thanked the gods she was still among them in the land of the living.

"She needs a doctor, fast. Sharpshot!" Gustav called out into the forge, where the small Terror emerged onto his arm as he looked down on Hiccup with utter shock on his scaly face.

"Quick! See that hut?!" he pointed out to Gothi's house in the distance, Sharpshot giving him a firm nod. "There's a healer there with a Whispering Death, tell her Hiccup is hurt and to bring medical supplies to the forge! Hurry!"

"_Roger!_" Sharpshot confirmed the order and with bat-like stealth, flew as fast as he could to relay the message.

Gobber stared back at him, his jaw figuratively to the ground.

"I'll explain later, right now we gotta get Hiccup inside!" Gustav dictated as he ran into the forge, clearing out a long table.

He really wasn't too sure what was going on, but Gustav was right; right now Hiccup was their main priority, not the dragons that surprisingly to him remained calm and non-violent.

He began to lower himself down to scoop Hiccup up, but he felt a sharp tug to his peg leg as he was flung several times in the air like a rag doll.

It was the Boneknapper.

"_Really, Boneknapper, now?" _Gronckle lowered his head in shame at the unprofessionalism of his comrade. If the flinging indicated anything to him, this was the very man who took his treasure; and as Boneknappers were, he never stopped to reclaim what was rightfully his.

"No! Bad dragon, we need him to like you!" Gustav ran out of the forge and desperately tried to jump up and grab hold of Gobber as he was swayed around with no results.

From the constant shaking and flailing sounds from Gobber's body, Gustav could see a small white buckle holding up his pants. It was almost bone-white and it was then he saw the small gap in the dragon's armor of bones. It matched the buckle perfectly. Maybe that was what he wanted?

"Gobber, take off your pants!"

"Huh?" Gobber managed as his long blonde braided mustache slapped him in the face.

"Listen to me! I think he wants your belt buckle!" Gustav shouted loud enough for him to hear but not enough to wake up the entire neighborhood.

And as any stubborn old man would do, he held his ground despite being tossed around by the Boneknapper. "No way, it's mine!"

"Give him back his bone!"

"Noooo!" Gobber cried out as the Boneknapper's movements became more quick and sudden.

"GIVE HIM BACK HIS BONE!"

"NOOOO!"

Frustrated, the Boneknapper flung the stubborn Viking into the air, as shaking wasn't giving him what he wanted.

"Nooooo!" he cried out in the air. Looking done, he could see Hiccup, still unconscious. The buckle was his treasure and he wouldn't give it up for anything, except her. If he didn't give the beast what he wanted, there wouldn't be any time to save her. He needed to let go of this material item, even though it meant a lot to him, Hiccup just meant more. He reached down to his belt and unfastened the buckle, tossing it to the armored dragon.

"Alright."

As the bone flew slowly towards the Boneknapper, it angled itself, perfectly aligning with the gap in his armor, the area giving a faint clicking sound upon contact. The Boneknapper spread his wings out in victory as he felt the strength of his armor take effect. For years, he had been perfecting his coat and now that it was complete, he felt like a new dragon.

Gobber fell hardly on the ground head first but miraculously was alright, this wasn't the first time he fell from the clutches of a dragon. He looked up to the boned dragon, who took in a deep breath and…

"SHHHUUUSSSHHH!" Gustav pressed his index finger to his lips so the dragon wouldn't roar out, they needed silent not screeching.

The Boneknapper gulped in the air back into his throat, repressing a roar. He crept towards Gobber who rose from the ground and they locked eyes.

"Alright. You've got me. You can roast me alive, grind my bones to dust, whatever you want but first let me save her. That's all I ask of you," Gobber lowered his head, waiting for his end, praying he'd be allowed to live long enough to save Hiccup.

To his surprise, he felt the vibrating touch of the Boneknapper's jaw on his left arm, nuzzling it like a big puppy-dog. He looked over to Gustav with a confused stare as his pants finally fell to the ground. "Eh, ha-ha."

"Ah, that's gonna give me nightmares," Gustav looked away, glad they seemed to have formed a connection but he knew they didn't make water hot enough for his mind to clear away the image of Gobber's underclothing.

"Well, aren't you cute? Yes you are, yes you are!" Gobber rubbed his hammered limb under the dragon's chin who laid upon the ground cozily with his tail curled to the side before falling flat with a purr as he hit his sweet spot.

"Alright then," Gobber said as he pulled up his pants and gave his belt and tight knot to secure it. "We've wasted enough time, let's get her inside," he paced to her once more and the black dragon allowed him to scoop her up and take her into the forge where he gently laid her on the table.

"Gustav, closed the windows and wait for Gothi to arrive...Ouch!" he stated till he felt the familiar hit to his head by the shelled staff, a Terrible Terror atop it. "Just how long have you been there?!"

Ignoring him, Gothi took a careful look over Hiccup's smoked body. She smelt of ash and dragon flesh. Whatever happened to her was beyond what any of them could have ever imagined. As usual she examined her tongue which was dry and laced with speckles of black soot that reached further into her throat. The most horrible of her injuries had to be her leg, burned below the knee with the ruined bones in her foot exposed. Hiccup's body was doing well to keep blood from escaping, but they needed to operate immediately before infection set in. Gothi reached into her bag of medical supplied and took out a bottle of clear liquid and a small hypodermic needle made of finely sharpened bone. She opened the bottle and dipped the needle into the sedative and reached out for Hiccup's arm to locate a vein. After the vein became visible, she pierced the skin and allowed the sedative to flow into Hiccup's bloodstream, relaxing her mind and body to a numbness where she couldn't feel anything. When she pulled the needle out, she applied pressure to the spot and waited for the relaxant to take full effect.

Slowly opening her eyes, Hiccup looked over to Gobber, who was hovering over her. She thought she was in dream.

"Gobber," she called out faintly.

"I'm right here, Hiccup. We're gonna fix you right up," he tried to hide the shaking sound of his voice seeing her weakly try to speak.

"Trust…Toothless. The dragons…were not the enemy," she slowly whizzed feeling the sedative take effect.

"Who was, then?" Gobber asked, curious as to what led to her becoming in this state as he lifted her head for a drink of water from a nearby cup.

"Tyrant dragon, he controlled them," tears slowly started to form before sliding down her dusted face. "I killed…a dragon, Gobber. I took a life…I'm a monster."

Her mind was slowly going blank as she fell into a depression. She knew what she did was right for the dragons and yet she had to live with the blood of the demon on her hands for the rest of her life.

Gobber looked down on her frail form, a feeling of sorrow in his heart. He could remember his first dragon kill; to him it was a thrill, a rush of power. It was the Viking way. But Hiccup, showed empathy and misery over what in their culture was considered an honor and the highest achievement one could do. He looked out to the dragons who silently stayed outside in the cover of night that he hadn't noticed the black one slowly make his way in, resting his head near hers by the table as he wiped away her tears. She turned to him, and to his surprise, she didn't look at this creature with fear or hate, but affection and the dragon in turn purred lovingly. Gobber saw something in that very moment he never thought he'd see between Vikings and dragons.

All his life, he made weapons to hunt and kill them, now he looked around his shop with dread at what he created.

"Hiccup, what you did, was quite possibly the single most gallant and courageous act no other Viking could do. You freed us all," he placed his hand to her face as her eyes were shutting to deep numbing sleep. "You saved us."

With those words, Hiccup's lids fell as she drifted to unconsciousness.

…

Gobber looked over to Gothi and Gustav who watched as she relaxed. It was time for them to get to work.

He went over to the wall where he kept his bone saw prosthetic, he felt a cringe form on his face as he locked it in place. He had done this procedure many times before, but never to someone so young and cared for deeply. This would hurt him as much as it would her when she'd wake up.

He walked over to her injured leg, examining the skin and bone. She'd unquestionably lose her foot and her calf below her knee. He took a long cloth and tied it securely right above where he was going to operate to prevent bleeding. For what he could do, he'd try to cut the bare minimum and as he set the saw to her leg he looked over to Gustav.

"You don't have to watch this, lad."

"I'm not leaving her side," he replied as he took hold of her hand right by Toothless.

Gobber took a deep breath and with a heavy heart, made the first cut.

Every sound of his saw cutting into her skin and bone broke his heart. He knew men who cried out in pain, even with sedative laced in their blood. She was like a living corpse, so cold but still warm and beating with life. As he cut, he could see the shattered pieces of bone fall from the main to the table, leaving small fragments of Hiccup were they fell.

He had gutted Nadders, watched men get crushed to death by sea-serpents, even watched as a Monstrous Nightmare devoured his very hand. None of that however held a candle to the ache in his heart as he sawed into the body of his beloved apprentice and friend.

He was covered in sweat when he finished cutting though the bone. The perspiration from his brow stung his eyes and he tried to convince himself it was from the salty burn that made the tears roll down his face. He took the saw prosthetic off and called out for a scalpel which Gothi handed to him. He attached the knife to his interchangeable limb and delicately cut at the flesh, leaving as much of the clean skin as possible. Thoughout the whole process, Hiccup remained still, breathing calmly as if she was peacefully sleeping and not undergoing life changing surgery.

After the final piece of skin was cut away from the shattered leg, he stared at her slumbering form. She looked so innocent. The memories of her joyfully smiling and laughter flooded his mind as he walk over to a nearby stool, letting Gothi finish the procedure and silently wept.

…

Gothi gazed at the open wound, the freshly sawed bone slightly blunted to prevent cutting into the skin once wrapped around it. She opened her bag and took out a topical cleaner to prep the skin for suturing and once the area was disinfected, she took out a hooked needle with thin hemp thread and lightly heated the tip before making the first stitch.

She worked delicately as she closed the wound with an interrupted stitched, tightening the thread enough to firmly secure the knots between each stitch but not so much as to tear at the bruised tender flesh.

When she completed the final stitch, she tapped her staff to the ground lightly, alerting Toothless and Gustav who had their focus on Hiccup's steady breathing. She motioned over for Toothless, who slowly made his way towards her and the leg area. When he looked down his eyes widened in shock and his breath became hard and rapid.

Her leg was gone.

Gothi placed her small hand to his side, calming him as she pointed to the wound. He understood and slowly leaned in, giving it a quick sniff before lightly lacing his tongue over the sewed markings. With every lap of his tongue he blamed himself for everything.

_I wasn't fast enough to save her._

_I wasn't strong enough to protect her._

_I let her down._

After going over the wound till it was healed, he continued to lick it, maybe hoping if he tried hard enough, he could bring back her leg but that wasn't how the world worked and he knew it. He stopped when he felt the hemp thread leave her skin and stuck to his tongue, which he spat out before looking over her stump.

It was as if she never had a leg to begin with, the wound was perfectly sealed and what normally took months to heal he cleared in three minutes.

He felt the tap of Gothi's palm, thanking him for bringing her back and for soothing her injury. She could never imagine the pain in his heart but could see the remorse in his eyes and hear the soft whimpering in his voice.

She took the broken end of Hiccup's leg and held it close. It was so thin and frail she thought it a miracle she hadn't lost her entire leg or worse, her very life.

…

While Gothi and Toothless were over by Hiccup's wound, Gustav walked over to Gobber who had stopped crying and was now sitting in silence.

"Gobber," he lightly reached out for the man's shoulder. "I'm sorry." He continued after a slow breath. "She never meant for any of this to happen. The dragons. Hiccup saw something in them that we couldn't, she bonded with them, saw their life. I know it's a lot to take in right now. I'm sorry."

Gobber looked over at the young boy by him. He could see she meant a lot to him and that he knew things about dragons he didn't quite understand.

He took a deep breath before speaking.

"When Hiccup was just a babe, she was nearly killed by a dragon, gave her that scar on her chin. When her mother went to pick her up after Stoick chased it away she wasn't crying, she was smiling; reaching out for that dragon like it was her friend. Everyone in the village thought it was strange. She was born without fear of them. After her mother vanished, Stoick had Gothi block her memories of dragons and…" he paused. "Her mother's face. He thought it would be better for her if she had limited connection with them in her mind. He kept her inside as much as he could, but he couldn't keep the dragons away. With her memories hidden, she grew frightened of them and began building weapons here to protect us."

Lifting himself up, he walked over to Hiccup, seeing her wound completely healed. Gothi turned and wrote on the ground that Hiccup was going to be fine. He looked over to the dragon who never left her side.

"The Night Fury," Gustav said as he approached them.

Gobber's eyes flew open. The unholy offspring of lightning and death itself. He seemed so docile hovering over her body. He looked over this dragon from head to paw and there he saw the cuff with a red shell half. This was her special someone, the one who had made her so cheerful these past few days. She and the Night Fury were connected together and Gobber could see why he meant so much to her and vice versa.

"We better take her home, she can't rest here on the table all night," Gobber said as he bundled her up in his arms.

Toothless followed closely before Gobber turned over to him. "No, no, no, you can't follow us, go home."

"Gobber, Hiccup is his home. Toothless can't fly without her," said Gustav as he and Gothi made their way to the exit.

He remembered she said to trust him, but they couldn't possibly exit out to the plaza all the way to Hiccup's house without someone spotting them. He looked over to the Gronckle and the Boneknapper, still there by the cliff.

"Alright, you two will have to take him there. Be quiet and keep to the shadows," Gobber commanded to the two who took position to the sail as Toothless hurryingly placed himself atop it.

Gobber carefully took off Hiccup's vest, placing it over her legs before they made their way out into the cold night air.

…

The few guards out on night watch greeted Gobber and Gustav as they passed by, Gothi heading home with Hiccup's leg feeling her work was done as well as to check on Etch who hopefully hadn't broken anything while she was out. They all arranged a meeting after Hiccup and Toothless were sent to rest.

Several men asked why Hiccup was sleeping in Gobber's arms, to which he replied she was hard at work keeping their village safe, to which they'd respond with a merry cheer and went on their way, unaware to them the sacrifice she gave for them.

Soon they were at the front steps of the Haddock home. They entered the house and made their way upstairs, where Toothless waited by the skylight and upon seeing them called out to his friends to go back to Dragon Island and jumped down to the floor near her bed. Gobber lifted the furs on her bed and laid her down gently before covering her to comfort and sleep.

Toothless rested his head by her side, laying down watching her slumber. Her resting face was blanketed by the moonlight giving her an enchanting glow. He leaned in and nuzzled her hair to which she let out a small whimper. He thought of how perfect the day had started. Their flight, the way the world stopped when they were together, the little fights they shared over laughs. He wished that was where their day ended, not with her facing the Red Death, nearly losing her life for the lives of countless dragons.

It wasn't fair.

He promised to protect her and all it led to was the loss of her leg, her ability to walk, run…swim. Her flight. He could care less about his; he had done it all his life, to be free in the air with no limitations. Now she lost that high as well.

Gustav walked up to Toothless, seeing the agony in his eyes. "You brought her back alive, Toothless. Thank you."

He reached out for the twisted rods on his tail and removed them along with the tattered saddle. He placed them to the side and returned back to Gobber's.

"We should let them rest. They must have battled till the end," Gobber said as he placed his hand to Gustav's shoulder.

"Does this mean the war is over?" Gustav asked, a hopeful tone in his voice as they walked down the steps.

"Aye, but it's a peace only known to the dragons there and us. Those two changed the world, but I'm afraid things here will remain the same," Gobber finished as they opened the door, leaving Hiccup and Toothless to recover from their night of saving their worlds.

…

Back at Gothi's, she and Etch talked over what had happened. She presented Etch with Hiccup's severed leg who whiffed it then back away.

'_That's definitely Red Death's stench. Hard to believe the little runts managed to kill him,' _Etch wrote into the sand.

'_What does this mean for the fate of those on the island? And of those here?'_ Gothi asked wanting answers.

'_Without Red Death, we're all free. No more raids. With means essentially, war's over.'_

'_Not that that isn't a fine revelation, but the people of Berk are still in the shadows. As far as they're concerned, your kind is still a threat.'_

'_True, but with no raids, there is no reason for us to come here anymore.' _

There was a knock at the front door.

"It's us," the voice belonged to Gustav who slowly opened the door.

Soon Gobber stepped in, seeing the Whispering Death with her tail coiled under her body next to Gothi.

"So, what's the good news?" Gustav asked as he took seat on a stool.

Gothi scribed to them what she and Etch were just discussing, while said dragon filled in additional information here and there.

"It's gonna take a miracle for the others to figure all of this out, it's not like we can go up to them and say it's all over," Gobber said after all the facts were put out.

"And what about Hiccup? It's not like we can hide the fact she's missing a leg from everyone," Gustav added.

They all thought for a while, wondering what could possibly sound plausible as to how Hiccup lost her leg. It's not like they can say it fell off. Gustav looked over to the leg, cringing over the fact Gothi still had it with her then over to Etch. An idea formed in his head.

"A trap!" he shouted out.

"Huh?" Gobber shot him a confused look.

"Here me out: Hiccup went to the forest after she left the forge. What if on her way there, she tripped a dragon trap we have around the island. And when she didn't return, you and I went out to go look for her, found her and brought her to Gothi to heal. It would explain the leg and why we're the only ones who knew about it first. All the guards know is that she was working to keep us safe, which isn't a lie."

It was a plausible scenario...people would lose their limbs in the forest all the time if they weren't careful, especially at night. Lying to the village wasn't right, but it was the right thing to do for Hiccup.

They all nodded in agreement before turning in for the night, Gobber and Gustav heading to the forge.

"You can go home if you want, Gustav," Gobber said as the young lad was walking by his side.

"I know, but I can't stop thinking about Hiccup. I wish I could have helped out instead of standing around doing nothing."

"Are you kiddin' me? You stopped me from alerting the entire village, had that Terror call for Gothi and figured out how to get the Boneknapper to calm down. You did just as much as we did. I'd say you were excellent in taking control of the situation," he said ruffling Gustav's helmet.

Gustav gave a big smile. "Thanks, Gobber. You think we can make Hiccup a new leg and Toothless a new fin and saddle?"

"Absolutely, I will need help from a junior apprentice to get it all done before day break," he smirked to Gustav.

"Check!" Gustav answered with a hop in his step as they made it to the forge, readied the pit and getting to work on the leg, fin and saddle so that the two saviors of both dragon and Viking could soar once more.


	21. Chapter 21

_Hello again. In this chapter, Hiccup and the rest of the village learn about her leg as well as Hiccup and Toothless doubting themselves and their friendship. This chapter posted 6-28-2012. Next chapter to be posted in 5-6 days. Thank you for your time and please enjoy._

...

Bright flickers of golden sunlight kissed the waters as it awoke the day. The crisp morning air nipped at the trees with the leaves of the forest dancing like ribbons. Soon the glow of a new day reached the Isle of Berk, where two young souls refused to rise with the sun. Their night hours ago entitled a valiant duel with a creature from the very gates of Hell to which their bodies and minds endured discomforts the likes of which few if any can compare with.

Their day together would have to wait.

Slowly the door of the house of which these two resided opened, allowing the rays of sunshine to enter. Two additional individuals entered said house, softly climbing the staircase to the sleeping forms of a Viking girl and her Night Fury companion.

Upon hearing the footsteps, the Night Fury opened his eyes to the sight of a long mustached man and a young boy with a bundle of red tightly held in his arms. He chirped a greeting to their arrival.

"Morning, Toothless. You two sleep well?" the young boy asked as he walked over to him, giving him a hearty scratch.

"She looks a lot better. I don't think she'll be up for a few more," the man said as he pressed his palm to her head.

"Should we give her her new leg while she's sleeping?" the boy questioned his friend.

"Aye, just be delicate. I'm sure Hiccup will love it once the shock wears off," Gobber said with a smile before looking over to Toothless. "You must be hungry."

Toothless couldn't hide that he was, on account of his stomach growling at the mention of hunger. He wanted to eat, but wanted more to be by Hiccup's side. He looked over to her sleeping face and gave a soft croon.

"Don't worry, we'll only be downstairs. Got ya a basket full of fishy goodness," Gobber reassured as he made his way down the steps as Gustav lifted the covers on the left side.

He fitted a small hemp cloth Gothi made over the stump, tightening the sting ends to secure it in place, after which he strapped the prosthetic over the cloth. He and Gobber spent a good amount of time on it, making it able to attach to the saddle as well as perform as a normal leg. He hoped she'd like it.

"Come on, Toothless," Gustav motioned as he recovered Hiccup's leg. "Let's eat."

Downstairs, Gobber was busy making breakfast for him, Gustav, and Hiccup for when she awakened. He cooked some slices of ham, scrambled eggs, buttered toast and roasted mushrooms and leeks. He set the plates and served his share and Gustav's, leaving Hiccup's to the side for later. Together, they all ate, the two Vikings eating their meal while Toothless chowed down on his basket of fish.

After finishing his meal, Toothless looked over to the extra plate on the table, staring at it curiously.

"That's not for you, dragon. That's for Hiccup," Gobber said as he took a bite out of his toast.

Examining the contents of the meal, Toothless pushed it to the side with his paw to Gobber, clearly not wanting this for Hiccup. Gobber simply replaced the plate to its previous position to which Toothless rebutted with pushing it back to him. They both continued with this back and forth till Goober could feel his patience running thin.

"CAN YOU STOP THAT, YOU PESKY REPTILE!"

Toothless paused for a moment before pushing the plate to him once more and running to several baskets in the kitchen, returning to the table with carrots and mangos.

"He doesn't want Hiccup to eat your food, Gobber," Gustav said between bites of his ham.

"Why not?! My food is perfectly fine for…oh wait," he replied before realizing what he did wrong with her plate. He watched as Toothless pushed the carrots and the mangos to the spot where the plate was for her, giving him a curious stare. "He knew?"

"Well, yeah, he knows her," Gustav confirmed taking a gulp of water from his mug. "I also think he wants to be the one to make her breakfast, since she's the one who brings him his."

Toothless responded to this with a prideful nod before leaping over the table and pouncing up to the second level to check on Hiccup.

"He really cares about her, doesn't he?" the blacksmith asked as he cleared out Hiccup's plate by splitting it between him and Gustav.

"Uh-huh, they're practically inseparable," his junior apprentice responded after finishing the eggs in his mouth.

Gobber thought on that, he wondered how much Toothless must have gone through to protect her. The look they gave each other the night before hinted with trust, admiration, maybe even…love? Was it possible they cared for each other that much? He wasn't too sure as he finished his meal and cleared up the dishes.

"Are you still gonna do dragon training?" Gustav asked as he picked up the empty basket.

"I have to," he confirmed, letting out a heavy sigh. Turning over to Gustav, he smiled brightly. "Why don't you join in the ring today? Show them a different path other than fighting."

"I'll try," Gustav grinned bravely as they headed out the door, reassured Toothless was fed and Hiccup was well.

"Make sure she's safe!" Gobber called out to Toothless as he viewed them leave.

_I always do_, Toothless thought as he returned to her side, waiting for his princess to wake.

…

Within the furthest reaches of Hiccup's mind, a dormant memory lit its way into her subconscious…

"_Where am I?" she walked around in an echoing darkness._

_The world was dark, blackened by a thick veil of smoke and grey fire. As she pressed forward, her surroundings changed and she was lying in a small cradle, two perfectly golden eyes staring at her. They were soft, caring windows with large pupils like onyx. She felt blissful gazing into those big bright irises as they faded away in a gust of sand._

_Now she was in the forest, the sun shining brightly though the gaps between the branches of tall pines._

"_Where are you going?!" she shouted in a cheerful melody as she chased a large shadow deeper into the brush. A shadow with familiar amber eyes._

"_You promised you'd help me find trolls today!" she hurried as the shadow sped out of sight above the tree line._

_She stopped and hid behind a trunk, listening for sounds of rustling stems or footsteps when the crackle of twigs and birds alerted her towards a large stone wall. From the wall she could see a fair-sized opening, the shadow snaking its way in with her not to far off to follow it. As she reached the entrance to the hidden enclosure of the walled structure, the world disappeared in a breeze of yellow flower petals._

_A new memory formed, a pair of blue eyes stared to hers, tears forming over them._

"_Where are you going?" Hiccup asked in a sleepy tone, she could see the golden eyes hovering over the blue ones._

"_I'm going away for a little while, darling," the voice was shaky, familiar and feminine but she couldn't make out the face covered in a dark cloud._

"_When will you be back?" Hiccup questioned as she felt a tight squeeze to her little hands._

"_I'll always be here for you, Hiccup. When you wake up, I'll be right by your side," the voice replied before fading away along with the golden eyes and the touch to her hands._

_The dark clouds in her mind began to clear away as a bright light pierced its way through the darkness and she followed it out to a new day._

Her eyes slowly batted open to the presence of not blue, but toxic pools of serpentine.

…

"_Morning, sunshine,"_ Toothless cooed as he leaned close to Hiccup's cheek, nuzzling it gentle with his snout.

"Hey, Toothless," she greeted back as his nuzzles turned into soft encouraging nudges and sweet laps to her face.

He was elated she finally returned to him, his adoring kisses healing the areas where his licks passed as he leaned in closer trying to hover over her protectively.

"Happy to see you too, buddy," Hiccup giggled lightly, feeling his tongue glide over her skin while she reached out and pulled him close into a warm embrace.

His paw pressed onto her still sore abdomen, letting out a firm whimper from her voice.

"Owh, what?" she cried out before examining her surroundings. The familiar walls and sky light reassured her suspicions. "Ah, I'm in my house." Looking over the room, her eyes fell onto Toothless, snaking his tongue out before hoping around the room and pouncing off of the support beams and walls like a hyperactive feline. "Oh, you're in my house. Does anyone know you're here!?"

He skipped beside her, snuggling her hair softly, purring delightfully. He just couldn't help himself.

"Okay, okay, I'm glad you're here, just calm down!" she nervously chuckled before he leaped back onto the support beam, trying to balance himself out. "No, no, Toothless. Toothless!" Hiccup insisted seeing him climb over the wooden supports and upon hearing her persistent calls stopped mid-step.

"Come on down…" she stated trying to get out of bed. What stopped her from moving any further was a feeling of emptiness to her left leg. It felt...different, like something was missing. She looked over the curves in the sheets where her legs were. She could feel the soft furs over her whole right leg, but the sensation in her leg only reached a bit below the knee. Her breathing hitched slightly before she tried moving her toes in her foot, the signals unresponsive, leaving empty sparks of electricity to the area below the knee.

Knowing she needed to see to believe what she felt, or lack of it, she slowly lifted the covers away; her hand trembling at the possibility. Once she was sure the furs were lifted enough, she flipped them away from her body. The expression on her face dropped with silence in her breath.

Toothless pawed down the beam to her side, seeing her gaze intensely at the prosthetic limb attached to the stump where her leg once was. He knew what it felt like, to realize a piece of you was gone. When he learned of it, he was confused, scared and angry with her. Would she feel the same way? Would she blame him like he blamed her in the beginning? Could he live with himself and his mistake if she began enraged at him? He was frightened to know but more frightened by not knowing.

Hiccup stared at the thin straps of leather braces -to which she recognized as Gustav's stitching- that reached just above the stump area, down to the wooden and metal leg that replaced her bone and foot. The wood was polished smooth with a matte lacquered coating of linseed oil. The metal foot piece was made of rustic, durable iron that connected to the wooden end by a securely hammered u bracket. Between the bracket and the foot was an opening within, concealing a metal spring to adjust in steps and the bottom of the metal foot had two blunted metal nails for traction.

She knew only one person could make a leg like this.

_Gobber,_ she thought as she regained her breath. _It wasn't a dream._

Her mind was lost in shock over the loss of her leg. She wasn't too sure whether to cry or scream, her body was surprisingly calm and that's when she realized she was in not pain. Her leg was gone forever and yet there was no ache in her body or heart, if anything she was grateful to at least be alive. The last thing she remembered before the fall was pushing Toothless away from the Red Death's tail, and then darkness. But even in the darkness, she felt a warm comforting embrace that wouldn't let her go and held her close.

Her mind cleared, and even though she was saddened by the absence of her limb, she truly admired the work that went into replacing it. She could feel the hot puddles of tears filming over her eyes into a big ball of salty appreciation.

Toothless leaned forward and slowly reached in to wipe the tear from her eyes, worried she'd be cross with him.

"It's alright, Toothless, these are happy tears," Hiccup reassured him as she reached out for his face. "I'm just so glad we're alive."

…

Hiccup held onto the side of her bed for support, not yet applying pressure to her new leg. Taking a deep breath, she lifted her left leg forward, cringing slightly under the first step. It felt numb and weightless but she managed to bring her right leg to follow. Keeping forward, she tried again, this time the feeling returned to the nerves in the stump and the sting brought her down. Luckily for her, Toothless was there to capture her fall, helping her back to her two feet with an encouraging grunt.

"Okay. Thanks, bud," she said as they slowly advanced to the bathroom.

Soon each little limp she made turned into soft steps then a full step to the ground as she reached the tub. Hiccup held out for the lever to release water and with a firm pull, a steady stream of warm water filled the tub. She began to take off her clothing, the scent of death and ash lingered in each thread. Leaning against Toothless slightly, she unstrapped the leg and liner before slowly entering the tub with him as a guide. She submerged for a good four seconds before rising out of the water with Toothless rubbing her face for reassurance she was fine.

"I'm okay, just trying to clean my hair," she replied, her palm under his jowl. She pushed herself to the side and patted the bottom of the tub. "There's room for one more."

He was hesitant at first. Even though he knew he could fit into the space she provided him, he felt a shyness run over him. This wasn't like a swim in the ocean, this was an intimate and limited space but in the end he slowly climbed in, the water barely reaching the brim. She reached out for her sea grass cleaner but he pushed her hand towards the sweet one, he enjoyed that fragrance on her the best. Hiccup poured the cleanser onto her palms and washed away the layer of dark soot from her body. When she reached her stump she delicately washed it, feeling the smoothness of the blunted end as she laced her fingers over it.

Getting the soot off her skin, she turned her attention to Toothless, who stood still as he had watched her rub her hands over her body. His eyes weren't too sure where to focus but he settled for her eyes when she reached out for some more cleaner. His body tensed slightly as he felt her palms run over his scales, washing away the grime on his body, although it was much more difficult to make out from his black plates. She kneeled with her good leg and scrubbed his paws and chest, reaching out to his head, wings and back. She made it to his tail and softly cleaned his tail and fins with her soap hands.

They were both the same now.

After finishing his tail, she reached out to scrub his legs and underbelly to which he persisted to by motioning he'd do it himself and so she let him as she cleared out the water, their bodies still covered in suds. Pulling the lever once more, they were drenched in clean water, rinsing off the soapy layer and remaining soot from their forms. Toothless was beginning to like the sensation of a bath, feeling all the troubles of his mind spiral down the drain with the last specks of ash and horrid memories.

Hiccup reached out for a towel, lifting herself up to grab it when she felt the sensation of Toothless' tongue over her shoulder blade. He purred softly as he cleared away the visible dark bruise from her back and neck. Even though her major injury was her leg, he couldn't ignore the discolorations of her almond skin. He traced over her face some more, there being where the most cuts and bruise still lingered. He pulled her around to get a better view of her wounds, clearing them back to health with every lap.

When he was complete, her face was bright red as she hid it with the towel in her palms. She knew he was only doing it to heal her, so why did her heart skip wildly when he got close? She dried herself as well as him, that is, after he shook most of it off as he exited the tub.

Her body to the tub, she reattached the liner and prosthetic to her stump before grabbing her worn clothes, placing them to the side and fitting herself with a fresh pair. As she put on her pants, she looked over to the fabric hanging over the metal leg. She knew it would be difficult to explain to the others how her injury came to be, but she didn't really want to hide it either. She knew Gobber and Gustav must have placed so much effort into it. Walking over to her table, she found scissors and cut away at the excess fabric, seating down and from her satchel on her bed, sewed the seams before wrapping it over the leather brace.

On her bed, she noticed a large red fabric connected to metal rods and a leather weaved object behind it. Lifting it up, she realized it was a new fin, saddle and connecting cords with a metal attachment perfectly fitted for her new leg.

A warm smile formed on her face as she read the small letter attached to it:

_For all that you've done and so much more. Thank you._

_Your friends, Gustav Larson, Gobber the Belch & Gothi_

After strapping on Toothless' new fin and saddle -which he was extremely pleased to have- they proceeded down the steps slowly. Toothless guided her down as she adjusted to the spring feeling tickling up her stump but with patience they reached the main floor with ease.

Walking over to the kitchen table, Hiccup noticed the carrots and mangoes to which Toothless eagerly pushed towards her.

"You made me breakfast?" she asked, touched he would do so as she saw the content nod and purr he produced. "Thanks, bud."

She prepared a cup of warm tea to have with her meal, sharing half the mangoes with Toothless before wondering what to do next. She knew she couldn't keep Toothless here forever, nor could she simply walk out to the forest with him; it was too big a risk with this light. If there was one thing she needed to do, it was properly thank Gustav, Gobber and Gothi for everything they've done for her as well as Toothless.

Once Hiccup was finished with her meal, she rose up to the front door, Toothless following behind.

"I'm sorry, bud, but you can't come with me. I'll be back before you know it so, Toothless, stay here," Hiccup rubbed his head lovingly before reaching out for the handle. She cracked the door open just enough for her to exit, turning over and giving Toothless a final smile before closing the door behind her.

…

People began to whisper to each other, covering their mouths but Hiccup knew exactly what they were saying and staring at as she made her way to the forge. Upon reaching it, she noticed it was closed and figured they were at the arena.

She felt a shiver run down her spine. She hadn't been there since she quit training. Her thoughts crossed to the dragons still caged there in the arena. What would become of them now? She shuttered at the most horrid of thoughts but she mustered the courage to take those steps towards the direction of the long wooden bridge connecting the mainland to the sea stack that was the arena.

When Hiccup got there, she could see the crowd of villagers huddled over the metal ceiling looking down into the arena below. With so little as a sound, she positioned herself in an empty space as she watched the training taking place. Her eyes widened when she noticed Gustav, inside the arena, as a Terrible Terror locked its strong jaws onto Tuffnut's nose.

She desperately wanted to laugh, but refrained from doing so when she caught a glimpse of a bright orb of light on the stone floor. Hiccup wasn't the only one who noticed as the Terror jumped off of Tuffnut, and trailed after the light as it swiftly zig-zapped from left to right all the way to the tiny door where Gustav led him in and stopped the swig with his foot.

Her smile brightened as she let out a cheer like no one had heard out of her. "WAY TO GO, GUSTAV!"

The cheer captured the attention of everyone within and around the arena, shocked to hear her raise her volume.

Gustav looked up and his face glowed as he ran towards the exit. "HICCUP!"

Gobber limped behind her and lifted her in a strong hold, with Gothi right by his side, placing her hand onto Hiccup's boot.

"Gobber…can't…breathe," Hiccup managed between breaths.

"Oh, sorry about that. You gave us quite a fright there, lass, but we're glad you're safe. That you're BOTH safe," Gobber chuckled as he set her back to the floor.

"Gobber," Hiccup began, fiddling with her hands. "I'm so sorry. I should have never kept any of this from you, I just…" before she could finish, he stopped her mid-sentence.

"It's alright. If it had been anybody else, I probably would have never believed it. I'm just glad he brought you home." She gave him a soft smile before he continued, pointing down to the metal end of her leg. "That bit's my handy work, with a little 'Hiccup' flair thrown in. You think it will do?"

She lifted the prosthetic and gazed at the metal foot with a smirk. "I might make a few tweaks."

Gobber and Gothi chuckled as the villagers around staring down at her new leg, with mutters of shock traveling from one another. They never expected Hiccup to end up with a peg limb, and at such a young age. Despite having a bandaged neck and arm along with the loss of her left leg, she bore quite possibly the brightest smile they had seen in years. She was either the bravest and strongest of them all or the mass of injures slowly was taking its toll on her mind?

From behind, Hiccup could feel the tight embrace of someone small over her waist. Turning within the hold, her eyes led to Gustav's horned helmet.

"Do you like it?" he tried to say strongly but couldn't hide the tremble in his voice nor the tears rolling down his cheeks.

Hiccup wrapped her arms around his head, a gentle smile growing from her lips. "I love it. Thank you." They held each other close before separating, both with wide smiles and joy in their eyes.

Several villagers managed to step forward, all asking the same questions:

"What happened, Hiccup?"

"Are you alright?"

"What happened to your leg?"

She felt frightened. She wasn't used to this kind of attention, she was accustomed to everyone ignoring her presence, but now she had every eye on her like those times when something would happen when there was a raid and somehow she was the problem of it all. Her body tensed up as she stumbled away from the growing crowd towards her.

"Whoa there, you'll scare the lass off, she had a rough night!" Gobber said as he shielded her from the villagers.

"What happened?" Ruffnut asked, concern in her voice as she and the other recruits exited the arena and joined the crowd. "She was fine when we visited the forge yesterday."

"She went for a walk," Gustav started, capturing the attention of the crowd. "Hiccup went for a midnight stroll in the forest to clear her head after we closed shop, but when she never came back, Gobber and I went looking for her and found her knocked out with her leg in a snapper trap. We took her to Gothi, fixed her all up and took her home to rest."

"So that's why she was sleepin' in Gobber's arms last night with her vest coverin' her leg…" a man from last night's patrol added.

"Right," Gobber confirmed. "Didn't want to rattle the news to everyone when she didn't even know herself."

Hiccup listened carefully. They were lying to everyone in Berk, to protect her. She didn't want for them to be dishonest but what choice did they have? It was either lie or tell the truth, and they couldn't possibly understand it without actually witnessing what she had or experienced it firsthand like Gobber, Gustav and Gothi.

If they knew, what would happen to Toothless? Or the three of them for associating with a double agent to tradition? According to Viking law, harboring a dragon was the highest act of treason and shame one could bring to one's family, therefore people found guilty of it deserved nothing less of humiliation and death. Since their ancestors colonized what is now Berk, none had ever done such an act, it being considered an impossibility for a true Viking to do.

Until Hiccup came along and broke the path.

"Did it hurt, Hiccup?" Fishlegs asked looking down at her leg.

She thought and answered honestly. "At first, but then my body and mind went numb and couldn't feel a thing. If I had to explain the pain, it would be like falling into an exploding fire, then feeling as though your whole body was being blanketed by darkness. But it isn't a cold darkness, it's warm, like there's always someone there to protect you."

There was a silence in the air, till a man from the end spoke out. "I remember when I lost my hand, axe fight with a pirate, it felt like needles were being perked at my skin…"

Soon everyone in the mass with stumps came forward, sharing their own personal experiences, even Gobber recanted his tale of his own to the crowd with much gusto and drama.

"We're all glad you're safe and wearin' your new skin with pride, child," a woman with a wooden right leg said. "You must still be hurtin'?"

"It tingles a little when I take a step but truth be told, I've never felt more complete and alive. I feel…" she laced her fingers to the shell on her necklace, a satisfied smile on her face. "...connected."

Gobber gave her a knowing smile and patted her on the back. "Best get her home, Gustav, she still needs her rest," he shot Gustav a sly wink, both knowing rest was the last thing she wanted to do.

Gustav nodded and took Hiccup's hand as he led her back home, the villagers saying their farewells to her with the recruits gazing in admiration and shock at her.

Aarne's eyes had never left her leg. He felt a sting rise in his heart, first seeing her bandaged up and now with a missing leg. Where was he when she needed help? Needed someone to look out for her? He was assigned to protect her, it was his sworn duty, but he wasn't there for her. All he did was bring her pain, what could he have possibly done to help?

…

"Is the coast clear?" Hiccup whispered as she and Toothless waited by the back door with Gustav acting as a lookout from the corner of the house.

"Clear," he said. And with the signal released, Toothless grabbed Gustav by the collar and sped into the thick sea of pines towards the cove.

Once they reached the cove, Fanghook had already been fed and was peacefully lounging with the sparrow, bouncing happily on his horns.

"_Hey, Toothless. Where've you been? Little guy and I were worried about you,"_ Fanghook asked as Toothless approached and the two Vikings climbed off his back.

"_Little guy?"_ Toothless raised a brow.

"_The sparrow,"_ Fanghook replied, with the sparrow flying off towards Hiccup and Gustav.

"Hey there, little guy, you're alright," Hiccup smiled lifting her palm out, the sparrow landing on it gently.

"Yeah, Fanghook's been giving him some flying lessons," Gustav said as he watched their dragons chatter over things.

"Gustav, do you think Toothless wants to be free?" she asked quietly.

"I don't know. He didn't really seem to want to be separated from you if you ask me. He never left your side last night, even this morning we had to convince him to come down to eat."

Hiccup smiled at the thought, but her expression softened to a worried frown. "He risked so much to keep me safe. I'm happy for that and that we're both alive…but I've been nothing but trouble to him. None of this would have happened if I just stayed inside like everyone told me to."

"If you had, we all would have never been freed. Sure you took his flight away, but you gave him something worth more, you gave him love and kindness. I think that's pretty amazing."

…

"_Whoa, that's heavy. What now? Are you gonna go, and you know, be free?"_

"_I thought I always knew that answer, but…"_ he turned over to Hiccup, talking calmly with Gustav.

Fanghook looked over to her leg and to Toothless' fin. "_Don't worry, she'll have you out of here in no time."_

"_That's not it. I have my freedom and I know she'll keep her promise but a part of me doesn't want to leave. I see her and it's like I see myself. I want to be there for her, to protect her. But how can I when I couldn't save her leg?" _Toothless' ears flogged down, keeping his head low in shame. "_I couldn't have faced Red Death alone, she stood there by my side and I can never repay her enough for what she's done. But I'm more trouble than I realize for her. I just don't want to hurt her."_

"_You saved her life and brought her back alive and well. She gave you more than freedom, she gave you a friend. That's worth more than what you realize."_
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…

"How did Gobber, you know, react to the whole situation?" Hiccup asked as she and Gustav strolled through the forest, Toothless and Fanghook not too far behind.

"He was...shocked to say the least, speechless more like it. But when he saw Toothless watching over you, he understood."

Hiccup let out a weary sigh of relief, a blank veil over her eyes as she watched the tree branches sway in the breeze.

"Why didn't I just turn around and returned to the forge like everyone told me to? If I had never gone after that shooter, none of this would have happened. I would have never shot Toothless and he would have never lost his fin. You, Gothi and Gobber wouldn't be in this mess. Now, we've all lied to the village. I've been nothing but trouble for Berk since the day I was born."

Gustav stopped walking and stared at Hiccup's emotionless face. "I don't think so. If you weren't here, Hiccup, I'd be alone. I would have never met Fanghook and learned about dragons," he reached out for her hand, holding it firmly in his. "I'm glad you didn't turn back, and that you shot Toothless down, but what separated you from the rest of them was what you did next. You chose to let him live, you showed him mercy and I think that was all any dragon or any of us ever needed."

She gave him a gentle smile, trying to force back her tears to not fall down her watery eyes and stay strong. Rubbing the bottom of her palm over her eyes, she giggled sweetly before regaining her composure. "I'm gonna sew a riding belt with the leather scraps I have in my bag, don't walk off too far, okay."

"'Kay," he said as he went off walking further into the forest, Hiccup sitting on a rock as she sewed a new belt. Fanghook and Toothless paused when they reached her and laid by her side as she quietly stitched the pieces together.

It made her feel good to know her actions helped to find Gustav a friend. Someone other than her who would look out for him in the shadows. She wished she had someone there for her when she was younger, maybe a friend to talk to or just someone to laugh with. All the other Vikings her age seemed to ignore her for the most part, unless they needed someone to act as a punching bag.

She could remember walking home, covered in welts and having to explain herself to her father. But every time, she'd always say she either slipped or fell. He already seemed so dissatisfied with her, he didn't need the added humiliation by learning she was being picked on and couldn't defend herself. He'd just lock her inside and prevent her from working at the forge. The forge was all she had to show she was of any use to anybody, if she lost that, what was she?

Finishing her belt, she fastened it on and from a fair distance away, she could hear talking. Hiccup motioned to Toothless and Fanghook to stay low and silent as she listened.

Her eyes shot wide and without a second thought, she ran as fast as she could to the cove with both dragons not too far behind.

…

The air smelt of fresh pine needles and wild flowers as Gustav hopped over several rocks, just taking in the surroundings, something he had never really done before. He felt good today: Hiccup was safe, he managed to show the village that harming dragons wasn't the only solution and best of all he made Hiccup smile. Usually it was the other way around.

He wondered what his life would have been like if Hiccup had never shot Toothless. He'd probably still want to kill dragons and be exactly like everyone else? And if he grew up and became a great dragon killer, would he ignore Hiccup or make fun of her like the other teenagers? He didn't want that.

_Hiccup must have gone through a lot growing up... _

From behind him, he could hear the sounds of cold metal being honed by hard stone, long and slowly. He paused, hearing the grind of steel that send shivered down his spine before turning over.

Atop a large boulder, he could see brown boots, a leg flat crossed with the other firmly planted by the foot. Leading his eyes up, he could see dark blue pants and a crimson spiked belt, ornamented with a metal skull in the center. The shirt was a mixture of teals and cyans, with metal shoulder pads lined with demi spheres and at the ends of the pads rested smaller metal skulls. Gustav's eyes met a blue orb, the other draped with golden bangs, with the rest of the hair woven in a thick straw-colored braid and a leather headband around the forehead.

"WH-What the…! Uh, Aarne, what-what are you doing here?" Gustav stumbled a bit as he looked around, making sure the dragons were out of sight as well as Hiccup.

Aarne raised his head, stopping the stone in his hand from running along the edge of his axe before tossing it to the side. He gave Gustav an icy gaze that could turned a river into a frozen wasteland. "I wanna know what's going on," he said as he lifted himself up by his axe and jumping down to the earth beside Gustav. "Nobody just gets as good as you do…" he marched right into Gustav's path, flipping his axe with little effort. "Especially you."

Gustav swallowed the lump in his throat, seeing Aarne's irate expression as well as his finely sharpened axed. He felt rather uncomfortable with both, he just wasn't sure what frightened him more.

"Start talking," Aarne shoved him on the shoulder as he pressed forward.

"Uh, well I uh…" Gustav stammered unsteadily as he was forced to walk backwards deeper into the forest.

"Are you training with someone?" Aarne interrogated.

"Uh, training, well, you see I'm uh…" struggling for words, Gustav adjusted his riding belt nervously.

Noticing his fidgeting, Aarne tugged at the straps of leather on his belt, lifting him off the ground for a moment. "It better not involve THIS." He released the strap, feeling a soot-like dust between his fingers.

"Uh, I know THIS looks really bad, but… See this is uh…I'm kinda late for…" before he could answer, he felt a strong shove pushing him onto a tree, his back to the rigid bark.

"What, LATE for WHAT, exactly!?" Aarne placed his axe between Gustav's little neck, trapping him between his blade and the tree. His eyes were those of a mad man, one of them twitching slightly while he bared his fangs like a wild animal.

From behind, Gustav could hear rustling in the bushes not too far off and unfortunately Aarne heard them as well. Ignoring the little Viking between his axe-blade, he stormed towards the noise.

"You're right, you're right," Gustav reached out trying to capture Aarne's attention away from the bushes. "I'm through with the lies, I've been making…outfits. So, you've got me, it's time everyone knew," he trailed after Aarne, placing his fabric braced hand and arm to his chest to try to coax him from following the sounds in the brush. "Drag me back, go ahead, here we go-OOWH!"

With Gustav blocking his way, Aarne twisted his wrist back, causing the younger boy to fall down to the ground in pain.

"Why would you do that?!" Gustav howled out in discomfort, holding his wrist with his other hand.

Before the young Viking could get up, Aarne forced him back down with his boot roughly. "That's for the lies," he hovered over Gustav and let his axe fall onto his guts by the handle, a small groan from him as it collided with his small body and bounced back into his hand. "And that's, for EVERYTHING else."

A snap at a twig caught both of their attention, turning over to the bushes that rustled slightly.

"Oh, man…" Gustav cried out, expecting the worst to happen.

As Aarne moved closer to the shrubberies, Gustav closed his eyes and held his breath.

What would he do if Aarne found out? He'd surely kill Toothless and Fanghook. What would he do to Hiccup?

_Please, don't find them,_ Gustav prayed.

Grabbing hold of the leafy branches, Aarne forced them back, seeing nothing. He looked around, knowing for sure he heard something, till the sensation of cold water covered his body.

"What the..." he turned and held his axe high ready to strike, then stopping at what he saw.

"How dare you…" Hiccup whispered, hostility in her voice as her eyes pierced Aarne's.

He couldn't move. He had never seen her with this kind of expression before. It was a bitter glare that stung his heart to see her like this, worst of all, towards him. He was speechless, the last person he expected to see here was her, especially after her incident.

Not saying another word to him, she turned around and walked towards Gustav, laying the bucket in her hand to the ground. "You alright?" she helped him up, soothing him with a soft and kind voice.

"Yeah, I'm fine," he replied as his feet were planted back to the ground.

She leaned in and softly whispered into Gustav's ear. "Go to the cove, and take Fanghook to the far side of the island, I'll meet you there soon."

Nodding, Gustav looked over to Aarne once more before running, fading into the maze of trees.

…

Hiccup waited until the forest was silent, the wind had stopped but the air was heavy and dense, the tension between them so thick it felt like a fog over the both of them.

"I don't know what's gotten into you lately, Aarne, but that was out of line. Gustav has done nothing to deserve that kind of treatment. I thought, above everyone else, you knew better than that," she kept her back towards him as she spoke. Her volume was calm, slightly below normal but held a firmness to it.

It took a moment before what she said processed into his head. Once his mind caught up, his expression darkened to a serious glare as his shoulders tensed up. "Me? What's gotten into me? How about we talk about what's gotten into you?"

Hiccup turned over, facing Aarne, a melancholy hint in her green eyes. "There's nothing to talk about."

He wanted answers to questions. What was she doing in the forest? Where was she always running off to? Who was this allusive "special someone" that had him up the wall, causing him sleepless nights and agonizing paranoia for the past few days? How was she associated with those toxic green eyes that haunted him as he tried to relax? When was she ever going to realize he was madly entranced by her and wanted to be nothing but be by her side and protect her from harm? He wanted to ask them all and so much more, but for now, he'd ask the one question he'd been wanting to ask for so long.

"Really? I want to know what it is exactly you've been hiding, Hiccup. What is it that you've been keeping to yourself all these years?"

She took a deep breath and closed her eyes before exhaling, slowly reopening her eyes. "You wanna know, Aarne? Fear. I've been scared most of my life. Scared I'd never be good enough to be like everyone else and scared of letting them down, especially my father. You don't know what it's like to have him look at you with disappointment and it hurts. It hurts because he's the chief and it hurts because he has duties to the tribe but it hurts so much because he doesn't look at me," her voice was slightly creaking as she continued. "I've had to work myself to the bone just to get a glimpse of my father's admiration. Do you have any idea what it's like to be called 'the worst Viking Berk has ever seen' by everyone? Have you ever gone home covered in bruises because the twins and Snotlout think it's fun to throw rocks at you and pretend it doesn't cause you pain? So if you wanna know what I'm hiding; it's fright and agony from the very people I share my heritage with. I fear Vikings more than I do dragons, that's what scares me the most, Aarne. I hide because I'm frightened."

He couldn't speak. What could he possibly say? That he understood how she felt? He couldn't say that with an honest heart.

"All you ever needed to do was ask for help. You might not know this, but there are some people out there who do look out for you. With or without being ordered to," he spoke in a quiet tone stepping forward towards her. "You don't have to hide anymore."

Hiccup watched as he closed the gap between them, reaching his hand out to her as calmly as he could. He waited for a response, her eyes fixated on his open palm then to his eye.

A part of her wanted to trust him and yet she couldn't help but think of who he was raised to become. By their centuries of traditions and teachings, he had potential to be the greatest dragon killer Berk had ever seen. To her, he was a threat to the very creatures she defended and trusted. She knew in her heart Aarne was blameless for his action because it was all he knew but he was also forming into an enemy.

She shook her head, backed away and bolted, camouflaging herself amongst the trees and foliage with tears falling from her eyes.

_I'm sorry, Aarne…_

He stayed there in silence as the wind returned, brushing his bangs out of his face. Looking down, he reached for the bucket she had brought with her.

_She must think I'm a monster,_ he thought taking the bucket with him back to town. _She saw, she saw me persecute Gustav like she had been years ago. I'm no different from them…I scare her._

He didn't even feel his skin grow cold, the ache in his chest was far more distracting than the chill of autumn.

…

She ran for a good long while, far from Aarne or any other being till she could feel the presence of something besides her.

"Toothless," she panted, seeing him keep a steady pace with her and without stopping, leaned towards him running, jumped up and mounted onto his back towards the cliffs on the far side of Berk.

Waiting on the far side of the island by the edge of a cliff, Gustav and Fanghook watched as the clouds changed in shape and textures over the bright blue clouded sky. It was as if all the clouds of the world gathered over Berk for this one day.

While he was worried about Hiccup being alone with Aarne in his state of mind, a part of him told him she could handle the situation.

Hearing the familiar sound of small chirps, he lifted himself from the boulder he was sloping by to the sight of Toothless and Hiccup.

"How'd it go?" he asked reaching out for Fanghook by his side.

"I'm not too sure. He's been acting strange lately, but it's not like I haven't been either. I'm sorry for pulling you into this, Gustav," she said climbing off of Toothless and brushing the loose ends of his bangs back in place.

"Don't be, I'm glad to be on your side."

She gave him a weak smile. "You two gonna be alright here?" she asked looked over the both of them.

"Of course, today we're just gonna relax and watch the clouds. It's perfect weather to just be lazy. We'll leave you two to your business. I'm sure you want to be back up there as much as he does."

Hiccup and Toothless looked at each other, a warm grin forming on her lips. "What do you say, bud? Wanna go for a ride?"

Toothless leaned down, awaiting for her to climb aboard. Once atop him, she positioned her metal foot to the pedal, locking her securely in place. Wiggling the pedal up and down, she effortlessly opened Toothless' new fin, decorated with a white horned skull.

"You ready?" she asked, placing her palm onto his forehead.

"_Let's do this,"_ Toothless grumbled as he nodded.

"Let's go, bud," Hiccup smiled, securing her belt to the hook on the saddle and with a reassuring plasma blast, he raised his wings and sped through the blue haze from his fire, into the open air and up to the clouds.

…

They rode for hour. No spins. No flips.

They just smoothly rode the air currents, hiding in the thick clouds hovering over Berk. Hiccup could feel the cool breeze lace her face, taking in a big whiff of freedom and cloud. She hadn't realized how fast the day had passed by. The colors of the clouds changing from white and celeste skies, now reflecting shades of citrine and honey as the sun hanged to the west, holding off sunset for the two of them it seemed.

"You know, you can fly faster if you'd like. You don't have to be so gentle on my behalf, I'm fine," she leaned in, stroking the side of his ear.

_Not today. Today, we take things slow,_ he grinned feeling her touch to his scales.

He raised himself higher into the clouds, surrounding them in mass fields of gold, no breaks in the mist within sight. Here, they were at peace, feeling the warmth from the setting sun and the cool from the moisture rich fogs around them.

Hiccup memorized every shape of cloud, every color they glowed and how big and bright the sun shined, not wanting to let go of this moment. She could have never experienced this sight without Toothless. He in turn imprinted the scent of sunset and late autumn zephyrs along with the chill of sovereignty. What made this moment memorable, was that they had each other. They weren't just a Viking girl and a Night Fury, they were one.

Letting out a content breath, Hiccup raise her arms, gliding her fingers over the top layer of mist above her, the sensation of droplets passing by her fingertips. The clouds looked so thick and soft, she felt she and Toothless could just land on one and peacefully walk on them with no fears of gravity. Returning her arms back to the rails, she laid her chest flat onto the saddle, her gaze on the golden hour drawing near.

"This...this is beautiful, Toothless," Hiccup let her voice soften, her troubles and fears from earlier melting away. She didn't care that her leg was gone, or what everyone thought about her, all she cared about was knowing Toothless and the other dragons on their island were free. She understood what it was like to live in fear, to be covered by a thick veil of darkness. Meeting Toothless, she was able to peel away those layers and reach the light.

It was hope.

Hearing her mild heartbeat soothed Toothless' worries. She wasn't upset with him, or hated him and he felt blessed for that. He remembered when he lost his tailfin, how he just wanted to make her pay. What would he have done if she hadn't been so sweet or purred between his teeth before he wanted to bite her? He acted like a monster towards her and she gave him warmth.

Hiccup was an autumn sunset. Sincere, breathtaking, beautiful.

The light from the sun was disappearing, only the last glimpse of golden rays still lit the sky. Giving Hiccup a low rumble, she held onto the rail as he spiraled into the blanket of clouds above and into the starry expanse of the heavens. It was amazing, how two worlds; one of light and one of shadows could be separated by a thin bridge of haze managed to harmonize so naturally.

Up in the heavens, the dark ocean of space only made the sparkles of starlight beam brighter. Soon, the atmosphere glowed with tall flowing pillars of vibrant violets, azures and limes, almost as if dancing awake under the light of the full moon.

She had never seen lights like this so close, the way they swam with the breeze made her mind tingle with joy.

This was forever the feeling she'd associate with Toothless. He was the night sky. Unfathomable, magnificent, handsome.

Hiccup let go of the rails and let her body fall flat, her back to his a she watched the magical performance of the paradise of star shine and spectral light.

_This is home,_ they both synchronized in mind as their hearts hummed as a single rhythm.

…

The entire sky was pitch black when they returned to the cove. Looking around, Fanghook and Gustav were nowhere in sight, both napping on the cliff where they left them. Hiccup detached her foot from the pedal, placing her feet onto the solid ground after what felt like a lifetime in the clouds.

The waters of the pond flamed with the pale light from the moon, brightening the entire cove in a white radiance. Around them the air was fresh and warm, lightly whistling a lullaby of night. From one of the cove wall the sound of the waterfall gave the area a calming vibe, almost as if separated from the world entirely. Away from the bad, the evil...only peace and hope laid in this domain.

They sat by the water's edge on a stone formation, just staring at the moonlight upon the calm surface, listening to the music of nightfall. It was so…alive.

It was difficult to believe that just the night before, they could have lost all of this. The feel of the crisp air, the stars, the moon, everything. In one night, they managed to change the world. Tonight, what else could they accomplish together? Or the rest of the nights in their lives?

"Toothless," Hiccup exhaled.

"_Hiccup,"_ he inhaled.

"Thank you, for everything. It's hard to believe we've known each other for just a week, because it feels like I've known you all my life. I never knew you until then, and yet, it's like you were always there," her eyes were glued to the shimmering sparkles of crystals in the water as she spoke, Toothless gazing at her lost in a different world. "You've giving me something I never thought I could be worthy of, and I can't picture my life without it now."

He viewed her emerald eyes catch the light from the moon, filling them with diamond-like radiance and her hair delicately swayed in the wind. Toothless felt his heart pound. She did things to him he never thought possible, he knew now he adored those feelings.

Reacting solely on a natural urge, he leaned his head down to her body, closed his eyes, and softly caressed her cheek with his tongue. It was a slow, loving lap and it made his body shiver as he pulled away and opened his eyes. She was still then turned her head, her eyes were fixated to his, a blank expression on her face with her lips parted slightly.

Toothless pulled himself back to his previous position, cursing himself for his action, shutting his eyes hard.

_What did I just… Why did I? I just made things awkward between us now, I mean, we're friends. Just friends, but… What was I thinking!? I…_

His eyes flew open to the soft feeling of warm lips to his cheek.

She kissed him.

It's not like it was the first time she's kissed him but this one felt so…wonderful. It was light and only lasted three seconds but for him, it stopped time itself.

She stepped back, his eyes turning to hers. It was a sweet goodnight kiss to end a day. It was perfect.

Standing up, Toothless led her towards the exit, despite wanting her to stay he knew she need her rest. She lowered herself under the shield, and gave Toothless an adoring rub under his jowl, purring lovingly as her fingers left him as she walked away.

Hiccup was four steps away from him when she felt a tug at her heart. "Toothless," she said, turning around to him and quickly pacing those four long steps towards him.

He turned his head back to her and felt a quivering tingle up his spine when she reached out for his neck, landing her lips to his. His body tensed for a spilt second till he relaxed and let himself sink into the sensation of their kiss.

It was a simple kiss, but it meant so much more to them. It didn't matter to them their forms were a dragon and a human, to them, their souls completed each other's. Their adoration transcended the physical realm and bloomed in that of energy.

What they shared was a deeper and stronger friendship, it was a bond on two hearts and minds: soul mates.

They pulled away from one another, staring back onto each other's eyes. Hiccup smiled softly before turning away and disappearing behind the stone wall, her heart pounding with excitement. Her breathing was steady but her insides felt as though she ran miles around the world with no rest. She placed her hand over her chest, felling her heart thump wild. Her eyes flew open…

_I love him…_ she confessed to herself, covering her mouth with her palm, tracing her lips still cool from his kiss.

Of course she did, she kept him safe, stood by his side and fought for his independence. She loved him so much, she betrayed her own people, her tribe, for him.

The thought of her people crossed her mind. What their hearts felt, could not be understood by them. All they'd see is a monster, something he wasn't. She couldn't stand the thought of them finding and taking him away. Hiccup's body shivered at the image of him shackled down in chains and leather bindings, presented to the people of Berk as a devil, her father ready to end his life forever.

He couldn't stay here. He was free and had a right to be from the dangers of her kind. Vikings, it seemed, could never truly be at peace with the dragons and that broke her heart.

She let out her breath, closed her eyes and felt a single tear fall down her cheek, knowing what needed to be done.

_I love him so much, I have to let him go._

…

Toothless stood there, motionless on the outside, inside though, he was jumping like a love drunk kitten. He felt so warm and cozy on the inside as he let out a dazed sigh. He could still feel the softness of her warm lips and the embrace that held them close on his armor. Letting out a long purr, he made his way further into the cove.

He blissfully swayed from side to side, going over the day, recounting every memorable moment they shared together as he laid down by the very boulder he first slept by when he first arrived at the cove.

She meant so much to him. She was his light, and he never wanted to let that go. Hiccup gave him a new chance at life, a life where he had control over himself. It was a feeling he never thought possible in reality, but she made it happen.

Closing his eyes, he dreamt of the very first smile she gave him. A smile that saved his life.
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…

Taking a sip of her morning tea, Hiccup allowed the hot liquid to glide down her throat, warming her insides. Her center still felt cold, like she had been struck with a piece of ice to her heart. She sat at the dining table, enveloped in the shadows of the Haddock home. Once the flavor of tea past her esophagus, she leaned her elbow to the table and planted her left palm over her mouth.

_Today's the day,_ she closed her eyes and let out a slow exhale from her nose. She knew this day would come, at some point or another, she had to let him go. It was the reason she chose to aid him, he wouldn't have survived with one fin, and she was indebted to him for saving her life. Now, it was time. She had the geared fin at the forge, the colossal dragon that enslaved him and his fellow dragons was gone. There was nothing keeping him here but her.

She finished her tea, washed the empty cup, grabbed her document tube taking out the fishing rod and slowly paced out the door.

The sun was blocked by heavy grey stratus clouds that seemed to veil the town in a dense fog of dampness and the winds were picking up, sending howls throughout the town. Looking to the heavens above, she could sense a storm brewing slowly like a kettle of water. It'd probably reach Berk by tomorrow, all she knew was rains and wild winds were in their future.

_All the more reason to get Toothless on his own,_ she told herself walking down the plaza to the forge.

She hadn't noticed it until she felt a firm tug to her left sleeve that she was being called out to.

"Hiccup, you alright?" her eyes focused to Gobber, a concerned expression on his face.

"Y-Yeah, just…thinking. Good morning," she gave him a sincere smile before furthering herself into the forge.

"Likewise. You're here early, thought you'd be out with yer Night Fury friend," he said, returning to the fires and hammering at a dented metal rod.

Hiccup paused, her hand to the cloth to her study. "Gobber, what would you do if there was someone precious to you, and you knew letting that person go was the right thing to do not only for their sake but for others?"

He looked to her back and softened his expression and his voice. "Well, I'd try to remember all the good times when letting them go, because sometimes those are the things that make the sadness hurt a little less."

"I'm sorry for dragging you all into this mess," she said still facing the curtain.

"You brought us into the light, Hiccup. If it wasn't for you and Toothless, that pesky bag of bones would still be after me and my treasure and to be honest, I'm glad he has it now. He's actually not so bad once you get to know him," he pointed over to the opening in the eastern side of the forge to the storage shed.

From within the large shed, she could hear the faint call of a dragon was before he crept his bony head over to the opening, becoming visible to her and him. Her eyes were wide as she viewed the armored dragon. "Is that the…"

"Boneknapper? Aye, and all these years everyone thought I was crazy, haha. He and a big winged Gronckle carried you and Toothless here last night. Fella refused to leave after I gave him his bone, been calling him Bones as of late. Keeps real quiet."

She smiled at the Boneknapper, the dragon Gobber would recant tells of adventure and wild goose chases involving hammerhead yaks and whales. Everyone assumed he had gone mad, talking about a skeleton armored dragon after his belt buckle, if only they could see them now. It made her happy Gobber and Bones managed to bury the hatchet and find a common ground. She wondered what it would take for everyone to see what she and the others knew to understand.

Pulling the fabric away, she looked into the dark room. Even with the low lighting, she could see the near bare walls, laced with only the few drawings she produced when she was younger of flora and fauna, long before the days where nothing but dragon killing machinery covered them. Closing the curtain behind her, she cloaked herself in dimness and after feeling over the table for a tinder box, she lit a candle, focusing her sights on the black fin. The flickering glow of fire traced itself over the synthetic appendage, the shadows bouncing off the fin formed the ominous figure of a Night Fury as if the item itself wanted to be with its destined owner.

Hiccup spent a good five minutes just staring at it with her world enveloped in muteness. What this fin represented and the loss it would bring to her joyed and terrified her greatly. She knew in her mind it was the right thing to do, but her core begged her to reconsider. A voice from within urged her, _Please, don't do this._

Letting out a heavy sigh she lifted the fin and carefully placed it into the tube. After closing the lid, she turned to the drawings on the wall behind her where two images framed side by side caught her attention.

One was a drawing she made the week she first started working in the forge. A family portrait, except, her mother was painted as a thin and tall black shadow with a big pearl white smile and blue eyes on the upper left corner of the paper and her father was drawn as a large bear-like man who wore a mad expression carrying an axe on the lower right side. At the center of the paper, barely an inch in length, was her, with no expression. Where her mouth was laid a small thin line. Her little arms were stretched out slightly, but there was no one to reach out and hold them, her mother and father so far away in the image. What made her heart ache was the background. To her mother's side was a beautiful starry umber sky with her in the air like she was flying, to her father's was a vast cerulean ocean with him on a boat surrounded by a bright yellow sun, but the small space she stood in was blank. On the bottom of the picture, written in charcoal were the words, _'Where'd you go?'_

The other picture she remembered bringing with her from home. It was a troll map she created in order to track and document their movements. Parts of the map were covered in small crosses where she had been sure she spotted them. She remembered how Gobber would talk about them coming to his home, stealing his left socks, leaving messes in the forge and warning her to keep a sharp eyes for strange activity and shadows.

The thought made her chuckle now and soon she was giggling, mixture of tears rolling down her face from looking at the inscription on the bottom of the map, '_I will find you'._

Putting the word pictures side by side, she hadn't noticed it till now the somber message she left herself in the past.

_Where'd you go? I will find you._

Her mother was gone, her father would disappear off to sea for weeks, even months at a time. She was alone and she could do nothing in her power to go off and find them. So she went out finding the possibly imaginary creatures of the world, because maybe they were as lonely as her? Maybe just as afraid?

Large puddles domed over her eyeballs, clouding her sights and blurring the images into incoherent messes that didn't mean a thing. She could feel her warm droplets traced their way under her chin where they gathered and formed a large blob of salty tears that refused to fall to the ground even with her senseless chortle vibrating the formation.

"Hiccup? You alright in there?" Gobber called out.

Wiping away her tears she turned over and extinguished the candle, cradling the tube in her arms before walking out of the room, seeing Gobber at the window. Noticing he had the company of the trainees, she looked to the side of the building, Bones thankfully hidden from sight. The young Vikings at the window stared as she started to chuckle near hysterically once more in a strangely adoring way before relaxing herself with a weak smile to her low face.

"It just occurred to me…left socks. I don't have to worry about that anymore," Hiccup chimed lifting her left leg, her shoulders and back leaning slightly against the wall with new orbs of tear forming over her eyes that gratefully did not fall and seemed to evaporate where they were held.

Not wanting to stick around and appear as more of an outcast than she already felt she was, Hiccup slowly made her way out the forge, the others and Gobber ogling her peculiarly as she disappeared into the morning fog.

…

Perched on a tall stone formation, Toothless stared out into the grey sky that to him seemed so bright and full of amazement. He was still high from his time with Hiccup the night before as well as recanting all the wonderful moments they shared over their course of getting to know each other. To think, if you would have asked him a week ago what the greatest thrill in his life was, he'd more than likely tell you soaring through the clouds with no care in the world. Ask him now, and his answer would without a second thought be being by Hiccup's side.

_Could I stay here forever?_ He had asked himself numerous times over the night that exact question. He wanted to, oh so desperately did he want to. But he struggled to think of how it could possibly work out. Could he honestly have her tread through the forest to the cove every day for the rest of her life to him without anyone finding out? Would he want her to miss out on her own obligations to her tribe just to spend time with him? Did he really want her to sacrifice her life, just so he could happily be by her side? He thought he was maybe being too selfish. Too needy. He just wanted to be by her side for a bit longer, maybe even…forever.

_Why are things so complicated?_

"Toothless!" he heard Hiccup's voice from the entrance as she made her way in with the document tube, which meant they were going out for a morning fishing trip or they were going to spar, either way he was delightful to do either with her.

He chirped excitingly to her presence to which she mocked, wriggling her nose in the process once she spotted him. "Come on down, bud. I got something for ya."

He climbed down the stone surface and with his claws hooked to the rock, nuzzled her face as a morning greeting.

Feeling his breath by her hair made her warm inside, the feeling telling her to go back and not do this. She pushed those voices aside and placed the tube to the ground, upright on the ground as she wrapped her arms around his neck, holding him close.

She was hurting on the inside.

"I gotta take off your saddle and fin for this, okay," she stretched her arms out to grab them as he quickly pounced away from the pillar to play his little games. Her heart stung as she raced after him around the border of the pond, a big smile on her face once she managed to finally leap onto his back, causing him to roll over with her a top him in defeat.

Hiccup couldn't help but laugh, and the laughter hurt her belly. It wasn't a pain from cackling to hard, it was an ache of loss. She was going to loss these moments. She unbuckled his saddle connected to the fin and linking cables, every strap taken off tearing at her soul.

With the saddle and fin off, she placed them over to the boulder where their drawings still laid before he pressed her for a quick waltz. Hiccup smiled weakly as they circled around the image, both lost in each other's eyes. The glow in his large orbs forcing her not to blink and separate from this moment. Her breathing hitched when he spun her around, before dipping her with his tail. Growing regret built its way up her throat, she didn't want to let him go anymore. After circling several more times, they exited out of the dance floor and back to the document tube.

Popping the top open, she pulled out the black fin, Toothless sniffing it several times before looking into her bright green eyes with inquisitiveness.

"What do you think of that?" her voice became soft and meek, like the first time she spoke to him in the cove the day she learned of his missing fin.

"_For me?"_ he asked.

She could hear this distant voice from within her. It was smooth, definitely masculine while hinting with gracefulness. It was the kind of voice one would find in a secretive and rebellious type and yet there was this spirited note like that of a fiery heart.

This was his voice.

"Yeah," Hiccup responded. She wasn't too sure if this voice was real or not, she only felt it within as if it was her own thought, not hearing it from the outside like normal sound.

Moving over to his tail, he orbited around her mischievously as she followed his tail about. He thought back to the first day she tried fastened his fin and how he teased her till frustration. They had come a long way since then, but it was still nice to not give her the satisfaction of making it all too easy.

"Would you just settle down?" her voice cracked with both a giggle and a hint of sorrow as she sped to the tail and took seat to the fin end, pinning him in place. "Toothless, come on bud. Let me get this on ya."

A break in the clouds allowed a shimmer of light to enter the cove, near perfectly surround the both of them in warm light as she tried to buckle the gear clamps together and slide the adjacent fin rod to his natural one.

"_Finished yet?"_ he was growing impatient despite the fact she had only just sat down to fasten the black material to his tail.

_There's that voice again,_ she thought to herself.

With a final press down, she had the gears locked together, completing her task. "Yeah. You are…going to love this…" she looked down at the gears and a part of her wanted to just break it apart, but she knew that wasn't fair.

She was just being selfish.

Giving him a light pat to his tail, she stood up and strode back a few steps. "Okay. Tada."

Toothless lifted his tail and immediately felt uncomfortable with the new weight. It didn't hurt or irritated his scales, it just felt…different. He shook it violently, bellowing out for her to take it off of him.

"No-no-no-no, Toothless!" Hiccup pleaded as he flailed about like a wild stallion. She hadn't expected this behavior. "Stop, please wait!" she stepped close to his side to try and calm his nerves with her arms out to him. "Toothless, please!"

He gave a final strong tug to the foreign object, hoping for it to fly off of him but instead it flung itself open, revealing a jet-black fin mimicking in shape and shade as his own. All he could do was stare at it, at this fin that opened without Hiccup's aid. It made him curious and confused. Bringing it close to his face, he flexed his real fin and watched as the false one mirrored the motions exactly almost like magic.

_She did it…_ he thought as his eyes widened and his jaw dropped.

His heart stopped beating.

She made him the fin. She kept her promise. So why did his heart feel like it was shattering into millions of dust-sized pieces? Did she not enjoy their time together? Was the bond they shared, meaningless? Why?

"There you go. See, I kept my promise," she finally spoke after watching him ogle the fin in what she hoped was understanding.

For whatever reason, she hoped that he'd stay. That maybe seeing she was trustworthy and useful would be enough to prevent him from wanting to leave and be there for her. She hoped that he'd see that fin, know he could go, but choose to stay. She wanted to say it, to say she wanted to keep flying, playing, dancing, sparing, and to just be around him. She wanted to love him and maybe if she showed him the extent of her loved, he'd perhaps…love her in return. Hiccup did not want him to go, and she craved in thought that he wouldn't.

"Got it," she continued as he flexed the automatic fin more, getting used to the sensation.

Toothless turned to her, seeing her bright smile that glowed even more with the light around them. She looked so happy, so content. Did she really want him…gone? Why? He was…free with her, not on his own. What should he do?

_I don't want to go. Please, Hiccup, don't do this…_

His breathing became heavy, his heart was running wild and his eyes turned cat-like. The image of her stepping forward with her smile slowly fading came into his sights. Her arms were wide open for him, ready to embrace him close.

This was goodbye?

"Toothless…" _Please don't go._ She wanted him to stay.

"_Hiccup…" No, don't do this. Don't do this. DON'T!_ He refused to say farewell.

Lunging back, he narrowed his eyes into slits and with all his strength and a broken heart, opened his wings and took to the grey skies.

His tail end nearly struck her as he left, causing her to duck and shield her head and when she looked up, he was leaving. She could hear the wailing call of a Night Fury, taking to the clouds before disappearing amongst the fields of grim mist.

The light that surrounded her began to narrow, shining only on her. Hiccup placed her hand over her chest, her heart was breaking.

_Of course he'd leave. I shot him, I'm the reason he couldn't fly. He must have hated me and forced himself to be sympathetic because he knew I was weak. He and the other dragons must think I'm the biggest fool among my kind. There was no way a dragon could love me… I lost my chance to prove myself to my father, my tribe and now…my best friend._

She finally allowed the tears to fall. It was like rain pouring from her eyes. Taking the shell necklace into her palm, she forcefully pulled the thread off her neck and tossed it to the ground in a fit of misery and self-loathing that she was just going to walk off and never return till the sound of a small snap brought her out of the darkness in her mind. Looking down to the shell, she saw a long noticeable break forming on the upper left side.

She cracked it.

Hiccup kneeled down to it and scooped it up gently into her hands. It was still intact but the mark was visible. A broken shell for a broken heart.

_I'd try to remember all the good times when letting them go, because sometimes those are the things that make the sadness hurt a little less,_ she thought to all the special moments they shared. How he let her live, saved her, taught her to fly, swim and fight, their kiss. It hurt to think about them all at once, but the warmth and joy she experienced with him faintly glowed inside.

She knew Toothless was a good dragon and desired a good life on his own, not one trapped in a cove. He was free, he could fly away from all the bad in the world and never turn back.

He could soar into the light.

She was alright staying in the darkness.

…

When she got back to the village, she noticed how quiet the town was. It was as if every soul had vanished, leaving nothing but cold winds.

"Hiccup!" from a distance she could hear a small voice calling out to her, and in the direction of the noise, she viewed Gustav running towards her out of the forest.

"Hiccup!" he stopped in front of her, panting as he pressed his hands to his knees in order to catch his breath. "Toothless…_pant_…flying. What happened?"

She kept her head low as she confessed. "I let him go. I made him a promise. I'm sorry, you don't have to stop seeing Fanghook. When the time comes, that'll be your decision."

Gustav looked to her once his breathing evened out, he couldn't see the vibrant glow in her eyes. It was as if they lost all their light, even the one she had before Toothless and her met. "He'll come back, right? I mean, he has to."

"I'm not sure he will come back, but I know I can never look at dragons as I did before."

Lifting his hand to hers, he felt the shell necklace in her palm. Opening it up, he took it into his hand before asking her to lower herself. She obeyed and with her at level, he reattached it around her neck.

"Come on, the final training is about to begin," Gustav said as he led her towards the arena, down the wooden bridge to the stone pillar that housed the gated ring.

When they got there, Gobber was holding back Aarne's axe from chopping off the cowering Gronckle, covered in dark bruises and blood gushing out its nose, telling him that the match was over before he managed to calm down. The crowd was cheering. Every single person on the island was here to witness the final showdown and from their screams, it was clear whom they favored in the ring.

The sight of the battered Gronckle stuck itself into her mind. The Gronckle could barely lift itself up, even its wings couldn't propel it forward. Its breathing was rigid and looked as if it was struggling to stay awake. Her empty stomach began to churn.

Looked over to the far side on the ring, she saw Snotlout, panting and covered in ash as if he had been it with a close blast of fire. He walked over to Gobber and Aarne as the crowd quieted down, all staring at Gothi for her decision.

For her, the choice was difficult. She had witnessed the battles in the arena, judged them accordingly over many years. This year, however, she was torn to make a decision. What she had learned, changed her viewpoint on dragons, but as the head authority to the ways of old, she had to abide by tradition. This meant her reputation as elder if her choice was unfair by what was Viking. By their standards.

With a heavy heart, she knew who the victor was, she just wished he hadn't been bred so well for this role in their world.

Gobber raised his hand over to Snotlout, a slight nod in his head to Gothi, trying to convince her to choose him. His expression sank when she shook her head in sorrow. Holding his breath, he hovered his hooked hand over Aarne's head and with a shamed nod, Gothi made her verdict.

Aarne won.

The crowd went wild, people were smiling and nudging each other on the shoulder. Hiccup and Gustav just stared in still silence and horror. The world seemed to go in slow motion, all the sound disappearing as Hiccup's and Aarne's eyes locked.

She refused to believe it, but she knew it was pointless. From the start, they all knew he was going to win, take the glory and kill the Nightmare.

It pained Hiccup because she could foresee the execution of innocent dragons.

It pained Gustav because he imaged the Nightmare as Fanghook.

It pained Gobber because he had helped to mold and train Aarne for this day.

It pained Gothi because she had make the choice that would continue the killing.

As the other recruits stormed into the arena to congratulate Aarne, Hiccup turned around and held her waist tightly. Once out of sight making from the ring she steadied her trembling knees before vomiting over the bridge.

She had to find a way to stop this…

…

Every beat his wings made and every inch he flew away from Berk, the image of Hiccup plastered itself to his mind. Toothless could felt the growing sting in his heart with every pump of oxygen rich blood coursing through his vein.

He was speeding faster than ever, even faster than when he had his two organic fins. The added acceleration caused his eyes to water, making them leak from the side.

_This is what it must feel like to cry,_ he thought to himself, passing through clouds like a jet.

Throughout his flight, all he could tell himself was that he was a coward. He ran away from her, refused saying goodbye so much, he backed away from her embrace. Angry with himself, he began to plummet into clouds before springing back up again into ones above, roaring out screams of fury with every passing second.

_Where did I go wrong? Was I too demanding? I must have done something wrong._

It took a while before he calmed down as he reached the skies above Dragon Island, the only other place he could turn to where he was greeted by a mass of previously enslaved dragons.

"_The Night Fury's returned!"_

"_Night Fury's back!"_

They all called out in joy, glad to know their defender was back to their shores.

From the mass of dragons, the tiny violet Nadder pushed his way through to Toothless, who landed along the cold black pebbled shore. "_Where's the nice lady? Is she better?"_

Toothless hitched his breathing before answering. "_She's safe on her island, where she belongs."_

"_But, isn't she coming back?"_ the small Nadder lowered his head. "_Doesn't she like us anymore?"_

"_Child,"_ his mother came in and led him away from the Night Fury, seeing what looked like despair in his eyes.

From above, the titan winged Gronckle hovered before landing near Toothless. "_I see she's kept her word. It must have been a difficult thing for her to do."_

"_She smiled,"_ Toothless began in a hollow voice after a moment of silence. "_She smiled at me before I left. I couldn't say goodbye."_

He lifted his fin for all to see. They gazed in amazement at the gears as they turned accordingly with every movement he made with his true fin.

"_It's pretty,"_ the young Nadder chimed seeing the brass sparkle in the light of day.

"_What do we do now?"_ one Zippleback head asked looking around the island.

"_That's up to everyone to decide,"_ the Gronckle said before he and Toothless walked off along the shoreline.

"_How are things now?"_ Toothless asked, seeing the massive gaping opening in the mountain.

"_Once you two were off the island, some chose to remain here, rebuild and make this a better place. Others felt it was their time to go and made their way out to their native homes. Boneknapper, chose to stay on Berk in the company of the smith. We are now in control of our own destinies now. I'm just shocked you chose this one, sir."_

"_Mr. Night Fury!" _the small shriek of the little Nadder paced close behind before standing in front of him and the Gronckle. _"Do you think we can see the nice human soon?"_

He didn't want to answer but gave him the only one he had. "_I don't know, she's got things to do on her island."_ He was almost whispering his words, as if trying to keep it a secret to himself.

"_What are you going to do, Night Fury?" _the Nadder child asked.

He remained silent for some time before exhaling. "_I'm not sure. I need to be alone."_

And with that, he stormed off to the far side of the island, finding a low hollow opening on the side of the mountain where Red Death once resided in. It was cold and the darkness was so thick, light seemed to refuse entering. He walked in and let out an echoing call, seeing that the cave wasn't too deep in, forming a kind of dome.

Making his way into the center, he scorched the cold stone floor, circled around it and laid there, covered in darkness.

He felt over to where the cuff still attached to his paw rested. Not giving it a second thought, he snatched it between his teeth and ripped it off his scales, tossing it to the wall on the right side of the cave. It felt icy and bare on his body where it once laid. He just wanted to close his eyes and never open them again. What did it matter to him to have a shell when he couldn't have the person who gave it to him nearby.

_I know it isn't much, but when I fix your fin and you're able to fly, maybe this will remind you that not all humans hate dragons._

His eyes shot open and raced to the cuff in a heartbeat. Picking it up by the leather between this teeth, he took it close to the light as he examined the tiny shell. There was a break on the surface, crossing the lower right side. Toothless knew in his heart he could never come to hate Hiccup and that she didn't hate him.

_She was just keeping her promise, that's all. She felt bad for shooting me and got me out of there so we could both move on and live our lives. I know this, so why does it hurt so much?_

Returning to the center of the cave, he laid the cuff right by his side. It still kept that sweet scent that reminded him of Hiccup. This was all he had left of her, and he'd cherish it like it was her itself.

He closed his eyes, and fell into deeper shadows.

He had to find a way to move on without her...
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…

After the events at the arena, Gustav walked Hiccup home, who just wanted to be alone and gather herself. Once he dropped her off, he sulked his way over to the forge where Gobber had returned, dusting the floor and arranging things but mostly trying to keep his mind off the decision made that day.

"Bad way to start the day, huh, lad?" he asked Gustav as he went to greet Bones before noticing Sharpshot there too, perched on a support beam out of sight from others, though with everyone over at the Great Hall, hiding seemed relatively pointless now.

He was getting tired of hiding.

Gustav leaned against the back entrance beam and let out a deep sigh that had him slide to the ground in grief. Tracing his fingers onto the loose dirt, he drew out an image of a Monstrous Nightmare, all the while frowning as if everything in the world was meaningless.

"Want to talk about it?" Gobber asked as he grabbed the chimney brush and placed it onto his interchangeable limb.

"I've just never seen her this depressed. I still can't believe Hiccup would just let Toothless go, I mean, I know she made him a promise but he just flew off as if her love meant nothing. He was out of here so fast, you would have thought he hated being with her. You should have seen the look in her eyes Gobber, it was like her very life was sucked right out of them," Gustav uttered in a blue tone, extending his arms out onto the cool earth.

"I should have known something was wrong with her, she wasn't quite herself this morning. Poor lass must be heartbroken." He took a deep sigh, rubbing the back of his neck after cleaning out the chimney, his face and arms covered in soot. "I can't imagine her getting better with Aarne now chosen to slay the Monstrous Nightmare."

"It must have been tough for Gothi too," he let out a frustration grunt, slamming his balled fists to the dirt. "I can't believe I ever wanted to be like them!" He slowly brought himself back up, not even bothering to wipe off the dirt from his body.

Placing the bristle brush to the side and replacing it with a hook, Gobber placed his hand onto Gustav's helmet. "We were all raised into this role. We can't truly blame them because it's their very lack of knowing that keeps them trapped in the old ways."

"I just wish there was something we could do…it isn't fair," Gustav sank his shoulder down in defeat. He was hoping for a miracle to just fix all their problems, but miracles were hard to come by, especially for Vikings.

Both walked around the forge, arranging items and occasionally fixing a dull sword or two, but for the most part they dreaded the arrival of tomorrow.

Overhearing their conversation, Bones and Sharpshot stared into each other's eyes. They couldn't believe after all those two had been through that they'd just turn away from each other. Something wasn't right and they had to know what was going on in Toothless' head for him to leave the one person he'd sacrifice his very life for.

Swiftly, Sharpshot darted over to Gothi's hut to spread the word to Etch while Bones waited by the sea stacks for his return. Throughout all his years, he had never known the Night Fury to just turn away from something. He swore to protect and defend those he considered his allies and comrades. The Night Fury was the only dragon who dared the patience of Red Death, survive, and defeat him in the end. But when it came to accepting his true feelings and express them to the girl who risked her life for him, he ran away. Bones would have never dreamed, let alone imagine Toothless to be so spineless in matters of the heart.

Soon, Sharpshot returned with a piece of parchment firmly clutched between his paws and with that, they rode off towards the only place Toothless could have possibly run off to.

They all had a few questions and words to give to that Night Fury.

…

Aarne sat by a table, his head held low as he was being celebrated in the Great Hall, with offerings of food, treasures and various livestock resting at his feet, but in his heart he felt empty. This was how he was going to show Hiccup he was worthy of her attention, her devotion. But instead she looked into his eyes as if he had committed the most heinous of sins and walked away. As if everything he had worked for meant nothing.

He couldn't understand why. He did everything by the book, trained non-stop for hours, and worked his best to defend her honor from others and yet, she still wasn't impressed. All he ever wanted was for her to look at him as someone who she could turn to for help, support, maybe even love. And yet despite all his effort, he could never reach what he deeply craved. What was he doing wrong?

"A toast to Aarne!" one man called out from the center of the hall as all turned to the table on the left where Aarne sat. "A young man who truly embodies the spirit, the strength and the courage of a Viking! May he live long!"

The mass of men and women cheered merrily as they clinked their tankards together before chugging the hard mead down their throats, some even so delighted they'd just bathe in the amber liquid. Aarne simply sat there apathetically with a stoic air around him, not quite in the chipper mood everyone else was in. He gazed over the hall, seeing all the smiling faces. All for him, but the one he wanted the most was no where in sight.

Hiccup managed to evade him once more. He let out a disheartening groan, he managed to make everyone in that room proud, except for himself.

In all honesty when he thought of it clearly, he could understand why Hiccup resented and wanted nothing to do with him. He distracted her focus the first day of training and she nearly got smoldered to death by the Gronckle for it, he quite possibly scarred her body for life, betrayed her trust, spoke ill of her the night before she lost her leg and tormented the one person she truly protected over herself. He managed to destroy years of hard work in just seven days since her father left and training began.

He thought to Stoick and how he'd react to everything. He wouldn't be surprised if he'd view him as a despicable being for his actions. If anything, he hated himself more than Stoick could ever have.

"Man, I seriously psyched for tomorrow!" Tuffnut slammed his open palm to the table where he and the other teenagers were seated, sharing a hearty lunch of roasted yak.

"Yeah, but it was still a close call," Snotlout added looking at his fingernails aloofly.

"Didn't you get blasted in the first thirty seconds?" Fishlegs asked turning over to him.

"Only because I was distracted by my adoring fans," Snotlout replied suavely while flexing his arms, earning him unimpressed eye rolling.

"So, Aarne, what's your plan to take down the Monstrous Nightmare?" Fishlegs turned back to Aarne, intrigue in his voice.

Lifting his head, he glared over to Fishlegs, his eyes appeared as if clouded in a shroud of darkness. "Lop its head off with an axe and present it to the chief as an offering."

Soon Aarne and the others started talking about battle strategies and fighting techniques and while conversations like this were fun to Ruffnut, she just wasn't in the mood for the sheer amount of testosterone emitting from the group.

Without being noticed, she slipped out of the hall and into the streets.

…

Toothless sat curled tightly in darkness, the silence drowning him. He kept replaying those last moments he shared with Hiccup. He thought to himself that he was such a fool for acting like a love-struck idiot in front of her, dancing and playing around. He just wanted their morning to be beautiful, a reflection of what he felt she deserved, he never could have imagined what was to come.

He just wanted to forget for a moment, just to let the weight in his heart lighten from his heartbreak, but every time he closed his eyes, she was there. How could he possibly forget someone so kind? Her bright smiling face, her glimmering peridot mirrors. He could even hear her sweet voice and catch the faintest scent of freshly tilled earth and meadows. The image in front of him felt so real, like he could just reach out and she'd manifest herself before him, and he'd never let her go again. But he knew it wasn't real. If he'd try to touch that manifestation of her being, she'd just vaporize and he'd forever be without the false but still lifelike reflection of her.

She had her place, a home. Hiccup's destiny was with Berk. Not with him. The sooner he accepted that fact, the better.

From the entrance way of the cave, he could pick up the sounds of paw prints, three sets in total. Sniffing the air, his breath hardened and his attitude changed from sulking to aggravated. "_What do you want?_" It was more so a command rather than a question.

"_For you to come out here so I can give you a piece of my mind!_" Bones puffed his chest out.

Gronckle gave out a dull sigh. "_Forgive me, Toothless. They insisted an audience with you."_

"_Come on, bro. Hiccup only did what she did because she wanted to protect you,"_ stepping closer, Sharpshot placed his paws on the small elevation by the entryway of the cave. "_She couldn't stand the idea of her people finding out about you and bringing you harm."_

Toothless persisted his silence. He felt like less of a dragon, less of a friend because from the very beginning, she was doing all the protecting. She freed him in so many ways, shielding him from harm in the form of dragons and man to the point where she lost her leg for him. All he managed to do was make her life more difficult. _Things would have been better if she had just killed me._

"_Look, even Etch wanted to tell you something…"_ Sharpshot unrolled the parchment held between his paws, cleared his throat and read aloud the wise and surely moving words of the Whispering Death written in dragon markings:

_Night Fury,_

_You're a fool and a coward for running off on the best thing you've ever had._

_-Etch_

There was a long moment of silence, Toothless quickly becoming agitated at her 'touching' words, while Sharpshot was left in utter shock over Etch's printed verses.

"_Etch is right! A dragon is loyal to their brethren and friends. She put her life and position to her people on the line for you. Once she gave you what you wanted, you just kicked her to the curb and flew out on poor Hiccup, breaking her heart in the process. You should be ashamed of yourself, after all she's done for you- you…_" Bones would have continued, he had a long list of things he wanted to scold him about, but what he saw inside the darkness both frightened and intimidated him greatly.

Despite the cave being so thick with pitch-black aura, he could swear a haunting burn of feral diopside eyes were glaring daggers at him. It was the kind of look that could send the liveliest of creatures down the road to the afterlife. Taking a big gulp, retracting any of his further words, Bones side-stepped away from the entrance and clear of the sight from the demonic spheres. "_On second thought, you do what you want._"

Shaking his head, the Gronckle stepped forward. "_What I'm sure they_ _meant to say is while we can't possibly understand how difficult this must be for you, you must at least wonder what she's going through as well?"_

Hiding his eyes away, Toothless breathed slowly. "_Don't you think I haven't. Every time I close my eyes, I think of her and why she did it. I want to keep her safe and let her know what she did for me will not be in vain. The best way for me to do that is to stay as far away from her as possible. I'm not doing this for myself, I'm doing this for her."_

"_I recall a tenacious and unruly Night Fury who at great disadvantage, foolishly tried to defend his female companion from an 'old lizard',"_ a voice from the ocean carried out and turning over to see the origins, Toothless groaned in an irritated manner. The Scaludron whom had met him and Hiccup on Berk had merely been passing by when his interest was hooked once he felt the familiar yet not as assertive presence of the Night Fury.

"_Just drown already,"_ Toothless curled himself tighter into a ball, hoping the tidal dragon would just drown or swim away or whatever it was the nosy old lizard did.

"_I can still see your of sound mind to be rude and yet where is that bold spirit you once possessed?" _the Scauldron made his way closer to the shoreline.

"_Or that jealous jerk who tossed me like a bag of rocks and would show off his skills for Hiccup so she'd only look at you?"_ Sharpshot added.

"_The dragon who refused to leave her side during her time of need," _Bones continued for a safe distance away.

The Gronckle stretched his head into the cave, but was unable to see Toothless camouflaged perfectly in the void. "_We just want you to remember what is truly important to you. It may take some time, but I know you'll come to terms with what you refuse yourself to believe."_

Toothless was tired of the company who tried to 'cheer him up', but their efforts only managed to make him feel like more of a weak and pathetic coward for doing what he thought was the right thing to do. He wasn't in the mood for any of them, he just wanted to be alone.

All were inaudible after a long period of time, the waves crashing onto the beach being the only sign of the passing seconds. By that time, the sun was beginning to fall towards the west.

Sharpshot finally spoke the last few words before they all departed from Toothless' presence. They tried to get him back, but he needed to want to return. "_She loves you, very much. Don't forget that. Farewell, brother."_

Left to his thoughts, Toothless let those final sentences sink in. He wanted to believe them, but his fears forbid him from accepting the truth.

_She…loves me?_

…

There seemed to be a personal rain cloud over Hiccup's head as she laid in bed. She'd been staring at the open skylight and watching the clouds and light of day pass by for hours. Her stomach had been calling out to her for something to eat and once its calls became unbearable she forced her way downstairs to fix herself some dinner.

Hiccup would slowly stir her spoon around the onion and artichoke soup before her, taking small spoonfuls at a time, just letting the creamy pea green liquid fall down her pipes. It was still delicious, but her taste buds just seemed to stop working on her. The world wasn't as flavorful anymore.

After she had her fill of soup and a few pickings of berries and mixed nuts, she washed up and was about to return back upstairs until three small taps echoed around the house.

Someone was at the door.

She hesitated at first, but swallowing her qualms, opened the entrance. To her surprise, she had to focus her vision on the individual several times before realizing who it was. "Ruffnut?"

"Hey Hiccup, Aarne left this bucket at the ring the other day, said it was yours. I'm here to return it," she held the pail out to her.

"Oh, thank you," she slowly reached out, retrieving the bucket from Ruffnut's hand. "I thought you'd be at the hall with everyone else?"

"Yeah, it got boring once the guys started talking guy stuff," she shrugged, tilting her head to the side.

"I can see how that can get fatiguing fast," Hiccup drolly stated as she was closing the door, till Ruffnut said something she never thought she'd hear her say.

"Hey, you…maybe want to talk?"

It took a moment for Hiccup to actually take in this information. Ruffnut, want to talk, with her? She took a deep gulp and adjusted herself slightly. "Uh, yeah, okay. Would, would you like some tea?"

They sat outside on a bench besides Hiccup's house, both looking out to the clearing sky of deep oranges and darkening blues. Patches of clouds were beginning to bundle together, creating a long, thick veil of distressing billows.

For the longest time, both were silent. Ruffnut finally coughed and broke the ice, asking the general questions to the trivial for a while before moving on to the more personal ones. "So, what's got you down?"

Hiccup rested her cup of chamomile and lavender tea to her lap as her eyes traced the growing balls of clouds. "I've…had to let someone very dear to me go."

"Mr. Awesome?" it was only a guess, but when Ruffnut saw Hiccup's head sink down, her suspensions were confirmed. She figured this was probably very difficult for Hiccup, she'd never shown herself to be this vulnerable before, even when she, her brother and Snotlout bullied her. "What happened?"

Hiccup lifted her head up slowly, her eyes fixed to the golden light of sunset on the darkening waters. "He...wasn't exactly from around here."

A slow gust of wind breezed right by them as Ruffnut's eyes widened in disbelief.

"Wow, that's a pretty scandalous revelation," Ruffnut took a quick sip of her tea before continuing with her questions. "How long had he been here, if you don't mind me asking?"

Closing her eyes, Hiccup allowed her story to unfold. "Eight days ago, I thought I hit something. I went to go check, and there I saw him. At first I thought he was dead so when I went to check on his body, he attacked. I was so sure he was going to killing me, but instead, he let me go. Next day, I saw him again. He was wounded to the point where he couldn't leave. Since it was my fault he got injured in the first place, I offered to help him out. It took a while, but we became friends. I learned so much from him and for the first time, I was happy. But in the end he got better, so…he left."

"Why didn't you just bring him to the village to heal instead of keeping it a secret?"

"What do you think would have happened if I went up to my dad and said, 'Hey dad, meet the guy who tried to kill me after you sent me home, can we help him get better so he can be on his way?'"

_By the way, did I mention he's a dragon?_ she thought the last part in silence.

"I see your point, wouldn't have really given off the best first impression, and considering an attack on you would be a direct attack on the chief, he would have been executed on the spot."

Hiccup swallowed the lump forming in her throat. "I was scared," she shivered. "I hurt him so badly, he didn't deserve that. I needed to make things right…"

"Why? Why go so far for someone who wasn't one of us?" She couldn't understand why Hiccup would go to such lengths to keep some guy, a potential threat and enemy Viking, a secret.

"Because…I love him."

The air around them picked up again as Hiccup confessed her heart out. Looking at her, Ruffnut could tell she really had strong feelings for this person and that the separation was taking its toll on her. She never thought she could see Hiccup this defeated, she always kept her pains to herself. But losing someone she loved, seemed to be the most painful experience Hiccup had ever felt. Ruffnut felt sympathy for her, she lost something some could only dream of finding.

"I guess love can make you do some crazy things," Ruffnut shrugged. "He really made you happy, huh?"

"The happiest I've been in a long time. I know what I did was foolish and dangerous for the tribe, but it felt like the right thing to do. He wasn't bad, he was just like us. He and his people, they struggle to survive. We already live in a world full of darkness, I wanted to change that for at least one person," Hiccup looked over to Ruffnut, a dullness in her eyes as she spoke.

"Well, I hope he was worth it, he sounds like a pretty cool guy. Did he have a name?"

A faint smile graced Hiccup's face, the last glows of light shined onto the two girls. "Toothless."

Ruffnut couldn't help but chortle at the name, but it wasn't the worst she'd ever heard. "What was he like?"

"Very stubborn, aggressive, a show off and impatient at times," she giggled. The sting with heart still upset her, but holding the fond memories close helped alleviate the pressure. "He was also very thoughtful and supportive not to mention a strong and loyal friend. Above everything, he liked me for me."

Ruffnut hummed relaxingly. "That sounds sweet. Personally, I'm more into guys with muscle, but your type sounds just right for you." Ruffnut slowly made her way to a standing position, giving a good stretch. "You know, this was nice. We should do this more often, you know, hang out, talk and stuff."

Blinking a few times, Hiccup smiled shyly. "I'd like that."

"Honestly, Hiccup, you're not so bad once you break out of your shell. You sometimes make it too easy to be singled out as a target by others when you don't fight back. It's okay for you to get mad and stand up for yourself every now and then. And I'm sorry for the way we've treated you in the past. Thanks for the tea, it was delicious, see you tomorrow at the arena." And with that, Ruffnut went off, leaving Hiccup on the bench, thinking over what she said.

_Fight back…_

She stayed there watching the clouds pass by and the sea turn black as the sun faded away. When the air began to turn cold and the twinkling of starlight torched the night sky, she returned inside with the cups, washed them and made her way upstairs.

Taking off her prosthetic leg, she undressed, bathed, reattached her limb and dressed for sleep. It felt weird, this was the first night she'd sleep knowing Toothless was out there in the great wide world while she remained here, for perhaps the rest of her life.

Stealing a final look into the heavens, Hiccup dreamed of flying.


	25. Chapter 25

_Hello again. In this chapter, dreams and memories guide the way for Hiccup, Toothless and Stoick as they embark to find what is missing within themselves. This chapter also contains a character from the television series that I've intertwined with Hiccup and her family. I want to get the story prepared for the next sequence as well as to provide a bit of a much deeper struggle for the characters in the future. I hope this change is not an inconvenience and that you enjoy the story nonetheless. Posting this chapter 7-18-2014. Next chapter to be posted in 5-6 days. Thank you and please enjoy._

…

Everywhere he looked, he was surrounded by great cumulus clouds. Toothless was smiling brightly as the fresh air traced its way into his nostrils, leaving a cool tingle inside. He couldn't hear the whistling of the winds as he raced through the heavens. The sound of gentle humming echoed into his ears and heart. On his back, he could feel a warm, soft body, embracing him ever so tenderly. The vibration from her voice along with the beating of her heart had him drunk on this mesmerizing creature...Hiccup.

This moment was beautiful. The sunlight was dazzling, even dancing through the puffs of snowy vapors encircling them.

He allowed his wings to just ride the smooth stream of zephyrs as he let out a tranquil rumble upon feeling Hiccup's fingers trace over his scale plates. Closing his eyes, he couldn't possibly envision this surreal world any more perfect than it already was. He had the girl of his dreams riding with him. What more could he conceivably ask for?

The world was pure.

A growing heat soon surrounded him, and upon opening his lids, the once blue and white world turned fire-red and grey. The sun was hidden by thick walls of raven colored clouds, making the realm glow repugnantly with crimson. It was as if someone painted everything in blood and fire. That's what the clouds turned into, tall barriers of inferno, to which there was no escape.

The sound of soul shattering screams covered the air, resonating loudly like the calls of a specter. The weight upon his back was gone.

Looking down, his greatest fears manifested as Hiccup's body was being pulled down by gravity towards the eye of a blazing supercell. But it was what laid within the cell that sent an arctic chill down his spine, Red Death.

He couldn't possibly be alive, they ended his reign. This was Red Death, reincarnate as a blistering cyclone of Hell.

Toothless sped downwards, but upon realizing the ease of his descent, looked to his tail fin and to his horror, it was black. His body halted upon this revelation, it was as if his fin had never been ripped off.

He broke from his trance instantly and raced to Hiccup's rescue. Faster he went, beating his wings so hard and streaming his frame downward, trying to do whatever it took to get to her before she fell into the fires.

He felt so close, mere inches from her. Extending his paws, he reached out for her hands. She looked so frightened, not ready to die. Toothless could feel their surfaces make the faintest of contacts as the world pause and all that could be heard were the simultaneous rhythms of their hearts. She managed to blink, shooting him a final sweet smile.

"I love you," she whispered to him softly before her body unfroze and fell towards the whirlwind of Red Death. Toothless' body was still trapped by time and could do nothing but watch as her small being darted straight into the Red Death's massive jaws and as he shut his gates of death, her left leg held exposed between the fangs. From where her leg and the incisors met, the world a thick and bubbling pool of blood coated the surface of Red Death's teeth.

He could hear the demonic snickering of the fire demon as the world turned to darkness, leaving only a twisted toothy smirk, dripping with sweet grass smelling blood.

His entire body was icy to the point his own breath became smoke vapors that soon clouded his universe in a cold fog of misery.

Toothless pounced up from his nightmare, he was having more of those lately, but they never frightened him more than now whenever Hiccup was in them. Logic told him Red Death was gone, that he and everyone was safe. That she was safe. He couldn't shake away the bad dream. It physically hurt him seeing her eaten to the point where he was wobbling; even his wings were flexed outward shivering.

Looking out to the night sky outside the cave, all was calm. The tide was high and smoothly tracing its way up the sandy beach and the stars were glittering like thousands of fireflies upon the clear scenery.

Taking short, sporadic breaths, Toothless could feel in his heart something wasn't right. After breathing irregularly for over a minute, his breathing stopped and before he could take another, he darted out of the darkness and towards Berk.

He needed to know she was safe.

…

The next watch of men and women came onto deck, making their voyage back to Berk from their lost cause, but still alive for another season. The sky was dark and clouded, not allowing a single star to shine through. As Stoick took watch on the right, he looked towards the direction of home, his pride slightly chipped as he thought to his daughter.

Throughout the entire endeavor, he saw the glimpse of his little girl, smiling and laughing around his home. Those were the years when his family was whole, before his beloved wife and friend, Valka, was stolen from him and Hiccup. It felt like only yesterday, they were all enjoying meals together, sharing the day and just being close.

Hiccup used to always have a bright smile on her face, even during the cloudiest of days. He remembered when she was three, how she just loved the rain.

…

_A rainstorm hit Berk early in the season. Thankfully, the storm prevented any raids for a few days, giving the Vikings something to celebrate over for a while._

_Stoick had been sitting in the kitchen, reading a book he had yet to finish when droplets of water fell onto his page. Looking up, he failed to see any leaks in the ceiling and continued onto reading till more fell, some onto his face._

_Hearing the faint sounds of giggling from upstairs, Stoick let out a sigh, closed his book and made his way up the steps to his daughter's room. _

"_Hiccup, what are you doing up here?" he asked seeing her bouncing on her bed, the skylight completely open, letting in all the rain leaving puddles on the floor. She had her eyes out to the sky, as if something amazing and wondrous laid out there. _

"_Playing with big brother," she laughed merrily, her toy dragon in her little hand as droplets of water fell to her face._

_He gave her an odd share as usual when she got like this. She had always insisted she had an elder brother, always looking out for her and playing with her._

"_Well I'm sure your 'big brother' wouldn't want your room to be a lake," he made his way to the lever to close the skylight._

"_Can I go outside to play with him then?" she asked jumping off the bed, grabbing her cloak and boots._

_He exhaled, closed his eyes and rubbed his brow. "Ask your mother…"_

"_Mama! Mama!" Hiccup ran down the stairs, her cloak and boots already on. "Can I go outside and play with big brother?!" she jumped up and down by her mother's legs as she was cutting potatoes for their lunch._

_Valka looked down to her little girl, dressed in her khaki cloak and matching boots, a bright smile on her face. She knew Hiccup wasn't going to leave until she said yes. "Just for a little while, then you come back for lunch. We're having lamb."_

_Hiccup raised her arms to the sky. "Yes! Thank you!" With that, she pulled the hood over her head, raced out the back door and disappeared amongst the raindrops into the fog forest ahead, a large shadow from above not too far behind._

"_I don't feel comfortable letting her out in the rain, what if she gets hurt or sick?" Stoick made his way down to the main floor._

"_Oh come now, Stoick. You know she loves the rain. She'll be fine, she's being watched," Valka said as she placed the lamb racks onto a pan over the fire. _

"_That's another thing. I thought she'd grow out of this 'big brother' phase but it seems to be getting worse. I'm at my wit's end, Val. She refuses to play with the children her age and every moment she has to herself, she's got her nose in a book."_

"_Can't imagine where she gets that from," Valka smirked to her husband as she placed a pot of potatoes over the fires on a metal hook._

_Stoick gave a heavy breath. "You know what I mean, she's…different."_

"_And there's nothing wrong with being different. Our little one is just who she needs to be."_

_Before Stoick could add anything else to the conversation, a knock at the door beckoned his call. Marching over, he opened it to Alvin, his beard covered in beads of rainwater._

"_The Jorgenson boy is at it again," he spoke in a deep, semi-gruff voice._

"_Every time it rains," Stoick huffed as he reached for his helmet. Before he left he turned over to Valka, a warm smile on his face. "I'll be back by the time lunch is ready. Make sure Hiccup dries herself when she gets back."_

"_Of course. Be nice today, Alvin, I mean it," she playfully warned her brother._

"_When aren't I nice?" he joked._

_And with that, the two were off to settle the matters of the day._

…

It was simpler back then. Valka always knew what to say to get Hiccup to settle her down, it took a few days for him to adjust after that fateful day and by the time he cleared his mind from the hole he dug himself into, he was close to losing his child as well.

Things changed after that. She rarely spoke, let alone smiled. It was a dark time for both of them.

"Stoick!" one of the men from the left side of the boat shouted, pointed out into the distance as a figure zoomed past them at otherworldly speeds. The pressure from the figures flight managed to push the entire ship to one side before it leveled off. Whatever flew past them was defiantly in a hurry to get somewhere.

"What was that!?" Spitelout looked over the boat in the direction of the creature, unable to see anything in the blackness.

Stoick stared out into the distance. He had a feeling whatever that thing was, it meant trouble.

…

Toothless didn't care how fast he was already going; he felt he needed to go faster. Every flap of his wings brought back the terrible images of her leg and her blood coating Red Death's fangs. His breathing was out of control and his eyes narrowed towards his target. To him, nothing in the world mattered other than racing to her side.

_Please be okay. Please be okay,_ he kept trying to reassuring himself but every time he thought it, it only seemed to make him feel the opposite.

_Why? Why can't I stay away? It was just a nightmare. So why?_

Toothless thought back to all their moments, from beginning to end, hoping to find out the reasons he couldn't stay away. There had to be something that kept bringing him closer to her.

In reality, his flight took just under fourteen minutes, however from his perspective it felt closer to fourteen years.

When he could make out the outlines of Berk and see the glowing fires of the stone figures, he kept his body low towards the waters and once he felt confident enough to identify her house, steered to it. As he drew nearer to the stone rising, he turned upwards and decreased his speed. Once at level with the grass, he surveyed around, felt the coast was clear and flew up towards the skylight which thankfully was open.

His breathing steadied upon seeing her sleeping form, safe and sound. Resting his body down on the roof, he stared for a moment before quietly lowering himself down to the side of her bed. Her breathing was even and her face calm, but he could see the trails of tears forming and falling down her face.

_She's been crying… I did this._

At that moment, Toothless just wanted to reach out and hold her. To let her know he was there and that she didn't have to cry anymore. But he knew he couldn't. He couldn't afford getting her hopes up and then having to disappear again, it wasn't fair for her.

She looked so frail and vulnerable. He couldn't help but beat himself up on the inside for leaving her, even if it was the right thing to do. He watched as her chest raised and fell with every breath and how the faint glimmers of starlight above glowed down on her like a slumbering seraph.

Just then, Hiccup began to fidget in her sleep, groaning softly over something in her mind. He was caught off guard when she spoke his name.

"Toothless," it was barely audible but enough for him to have his complete attention on her face as more tears began to stream from her closed eyes. "Please don't go."

His heart jumped and at that moment he knew why he came back and why he couldn't stand the thought of her being harmed.

_When did I fall in love with her so much? I love her…_

Upon realizing this, his breathing became loud and her eyes slowly began to open slightly, looking at him. She gave a small and loving smile as she reached out one of her hands to him. It was as if she was still in a trance, seeing but not truly seeing him.

"I love you," her palm made contact with his cheek. He lightly pressed himself into it, relishing in the warmth.

He couldn't help but purr tenderly under her touch and with eyes opened to what was true told her what his heart needed to say. "_I love you."_

With that, she closed her eyes again and let her hand fall to her side.

He stayed there for hours, resting his head by her bed till he had to go. Before he left, he softly ran his chin over her hair, knowing she'd forever be safe.

…

She saw him zoom over the ocean with grace and accuracy like no other. Looking down at the clear blue, he caught his reflection before continuing faster, dodging tall sea pillar and twisting around with so much joy, so much freedom. He rapidly turned upwards, up past the mountains of Berk and into the thick pillows of clouds and over them to feel the warm glow of the sun blanket his skin. Toothless turned his head to his tail, watching as the black fin twitched with every movement of his organic fin.

He would perform flips and twirls, loops and all without a rider. He was free.

Hiccup watched him do it all, a look of bliss on her face seeing him so lively and energetic. He was so far away out in the distances where she couldn't reach out to him. She just wanted to hold him close.

"Toothless," she meekly whispered, knowing her words couldn't possibly reach him but to her amazement, he's entire body shattered into scales. Thin black petals rode a strong current of wind towards her and reanimated themselves to form the one she wanted in front of her in the blink of an eye. She stretched her arms out towards him, a smile growing as she was ready to embrace him in her arms.

But just as her touch came close to him, he began to vaporize like dust and as the last particle of him vanished, she felt alone.

A whistling of wind blew by her ears, causing her to look down and upon doing so, realized she was floating in the clouds as the world around her began to fragment apart leaving nothing but empty whiteness.

Soon she was alone, trapped in a blank void of continuous nothingness. Tears began to fall down her cheeks and continued to fall like raindrops.

"Please don't go."

The void was soon producing her tear drops as a never-ending loop of showers. She could have never imagined a completely bleached world could be more frightening than total darkness. Hiccup kept producing a nonstop flow of tear rain that never drowned the blankness of the universe around her.

Warmth came forth in the form of a heavy hot airstream, and when she opened her eyes, he was there. To his back was a starry night sky and it broke the light from her prison. She knew this was just another illusion but even if it was, she'd tell it the words she wanted so desperately to tell to its real self.

"I love you," she reached out and felt a coolness that calmed her mind.

"_I love you. And I promise to be by your side. You might not see me, but just know I will always be there in the shadows. You can stop crying, Hiccup, I'm here."_ She heard his soothing voice; it was so peaceful and full of emotion. Lowering her hand and closing her eyelids, she sensed that all was going to be right.

Throughout the night, she could sense warmth by her side, as if he had never left and was going to there always.
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…

Before the first flickers of sunlight could be seen over the horizon, Hiccup's eyes opened to the blue-grey skies over her skylight. She laid there for a moment, staring at the blank blue space above and knew she quite possibly had to do something extraordinary and perhaps irrational. And while she wasn't sure if she was courageous or even strong enough to face her fears, she had to at least try.

Because if she wasn't going to stand up for what was right, who would?

With that, she hopped out of bed, bathed, outfitted herself in the very green tunic with the stitched sleeve, brown pants that she adjusted for her new leg, her one boot and fur vest. After dressing, she gauzed her arm and neck, wondering how long she'd have to hide her healed skin from everyone as she repositioned her necklace and made her way downstairs.

She ate a medley of spiced mushrooms topped with fermented cabbage on a slice of toasted bread, two apples sliced and seasoned with cinnamon and date sugar with a cup of ginger-lemon tea. Unlike yesterday, she was able to taste and savor every bite of her breakfast and when the last drop of tea emptied from the cup and her plates were bare, she cleaned her dishes, swept and wiped the house spotless. House cleaned, she put on her satchel, strapped on her shield and exited outside to the still sunless morning to the forge.

When she arrived at the forge, Gobber and Bones were nowhere in sight. She figured he relocated the dragon to a safer place and proceeded into her study where she lit a candle. Taking seat at her desk, she pulled out the Dragon Manual and sketchbook. Hiccup spent her time researching all she could on the Monstrous Nightmare, from both the manual and her experiences with Fanghook. She'd occasionally stop and sketch arrows pointing to certain facts she'd write on a blank sheet.

As she turned the pages to her sketchbook, she stopped at the first picture she took of Toothless and stared at it for the longest time. Continuing to turn the pages, she looked over the sketches she had taken of him sleeping.

A smile formed on her face as she made a silent vow to herself and to Toothless, wherever he was.

_I promise I'll change the world, Toothless. For everyone._

"How you holdin' up?" Gobber asked by the doorway, his arms crossed.

"I'll be alright," she said not taking her eyes off the drawings and arrows on the notes. "Do you still have some of that Gronckle Iron?"

He walked over to a fair-sized orb of Gronckle ore and handed it to her. "It's not much. What are you planning?"

"Eh…" she stood up with orb in hand and enflamed her left nostril as she walked into the main area of the forge. "Probably something stupid."

"Good, but you've already done that," he tapped her prosthetic leg as she turned on the fire pit and placed the orb of iron to a metal heating tray.

"Then something crazy…" she looked to him, a certain shimmer in her eyes told him she knew exactly what she had to do.

Outside there was a commotion as men and women raced out to the pier.

"I'd better go check on that, I'll leave you to your crazy plan," he stepped out of the forge and followed the crowd.

…

By daybreak, the seagulls were chattering as Stoick and his fleet arrived at the docks of Berk on there one worn ship: a scorched hole on the left side, the wooden dragon head on the front spilt and tied down with a rope and the sail torn and tattered. They would have arrived sooner if not for the added weight and broken sail, but at least they were all home. Villagers were already waiting at the docks, staring at the overfilled ship full of their warriors with sad expressions on their faces as if filled with shame.

Once people started exiting the boat and stepping onto the wooden pier, moods began to lighten as wives went to greet their husbands and brothers and sisters shared smiles with each other. They may not have been able to put an end to the war with the dragons, but at least they had each other and for what it was worth that was all that mattered.

They were home.

Stoick reached his arm out to a villager on the docks who helped him onto the pier, an empty fishing basket under his arm. He had a stone expression as he walked towards the village, finding Gobber meeting him halfway.

"There, I trust you found the nest at least," Gobber held his hand out to greet him, but Stoick pressed forward with his eyes focused to the village.

"Not even close," his voice was abrasive and hinted with lethargy and irritation.

"Huh, excellent," he said quietly as if to sound unpleased but in secret was relieved to hear this summary.

"I hope you had a little more success than me," Stoick said in a less aggressive tone.

"Well, if by success you mean your successor is appreciated, than yes," Gobber answered with a grin, but in his heart he was sulking as he took the fishing basket from Stoick's hold.

Stoick gave him an odd look as several villagers walked by him with eager expressions on their faces.

"Congratulations, Stoick! Everyone is so relieved," a woman with a hook for a hand walked over to him smiling from ear to ear before she walked off.

"Never a doubt in anyone's mind, right!" one man with a long bushy brown beard chimed merrily as he passed by.

"It's good to have another of us around, right, Bucket?" Mulch asked as he and Bucket walked by with loads of fish in their arms.

"And one so eager to learn," Bucket added.

"The village is throwing another party to celebrate!" one man with a pail skipped by to the docks.

Stoick shot Gobber a confused look. "What happened when we were gone?"

"Um, a lot actually," Gobber shuffled towards the bridge leading to town.

Before he could step away, Stoick placed his hand to Gobber's shoulder. "Hiccup?"

Gobber took a deep gulp. "She…um, well remember what you said about scratches and 'all limbs intact'? Ha-ha ha…"

Stoick's expression sank before it turned into rage as he lifted his fist up to punch his friend square in the face.

"Now now, Stoick, calm down and let me explain," he held his hammered hand up till Stoick's fist unclenched and fell to the side. "There, was an incident…"

Hearing the events, Stoick's expression changed from one of wrath, to terror, delight and then to grief. He couldn't believe what he had heard. How his little girl put herself in danger for the sake of his approval, attention and love. How Aarne tried to gallantly save her but wounded her in the process. How Hiccup managed to turn her life around and made her mark in the community as a fisher and teacher to Gustav Larson. How she put Snotlout Jorgenson in his place. To the tragic events that led her into the forest where she lost her leg and to the victory of Aarne in the ring.

He was angry of course, but with himself. Hiccup tried to tell him she couldn't do it but he wouldn't have it and forced her into something that nearly killed her. He put Aarne in a difficult position that had him struggle between his friendship and his duty. All he wanted was for his daughter to be safe and all that seemed to come out of it was Aarne's mental breakdown and Hiccup's broken body, subsequently driving a wedge between them

Stoick let out a dense lungful and placed his hand on Gobber's forearm. "I'm sorry. Thank you, for bringing her back before it was too late."

"I'm sorry for everything as well, Stoick. I could have never imagined it would turn out like this." _To see dragons and Vikings in a different light, _he thought as he placed his hand over Stoick's forearm as well.

Nodding, Stoick loosened his grip and made his way towards the village. He needed to talk to the divided warrior and heiress.

…

Aarne had been up for hours training in his house in nothing but pants and bandages over his knuckles. Doing his usual daily exercises which consisted of pull-ups, chin-ups, handstand push-ups, sit-ups, even a round of boxing and kickboxing to a large leather hanging sparring sack.

With every repetition, he'd think to all the mistakes he managed to make and how he could have bettered the situation if given a second chance. If he could go back, he'd try to understand Hiccup, talk to her in less of a confrontational manner, find ways to make her smile and laugh. He'd still fight for her but also teach her things like how to defend herself, maybe even learn a few things from her.

From the beginning he set himself up for failure by being so indifferent with her as a child, never giving her a second glance. She used to always be happy, to the point where he actually hated her and seeing her smile and hearing her talk about peculiar things made him sick. The night she lost her mother, he saw a different side to her. A side that tried to hide away with a bright smile as if nothing in the world was dull and grey never existed. That night he saw a lonely little girl who lost the only person who truly understood and accepted her for who she was.

He never had that problem growing up; his parents died when he was so small so he vaguely had a connection with them but knew they cared and loved him greatly. The only other living relative he had at the time treated him like he was his own son and both had similar interest and knew how to make each other laugh. Before he died of a sever fever, he told Aarne to be strong and true to the Hofferson name. After that, the community raised him, training him on how to fight, some teaching him how to cook, although he honestly wasn't very good at it aside from roasting chicken.

When he lost his family, the village became his surrogate family, but who did Hiccup have? Stoick was too busy running Berk and her one other relative who paid her mind was far off in the unknown. The only clan left was the Jorgensons, distant relatives on Stoick's side of the family, but they cared only for their own heir, Snotlout and saw Hiccup as, well a 'hiccup'.

By the time his knuckles were beginning to become numb from excessive blows to the sack, there was a knock on his front door. His body and loose blonde hair were dripping in sweat as he evened his breathing.

"It's open," he called out giving a hard punch to the bag, pushing it back with a heavy force. He kept his back to the door, not stopping his workout till a voice paused him mid-punch.

"Good to see you're hard at work training like always," the voice was Stoick's.

Aarne slowly turned over to his chief, the sunlight silhouetting his large framed body. He put his physique in attention and awaited for what was coming to him by his chief.

He was prepared for any punishment.

Stoick entered the house and looked around at the chaos before him. Deep axe marks covered one of the support beams, almost chopping it off completely and there were several pieces of furniture utterly destroyed by what he guessed were Aarne's very fist.

The entire house looked a mess except for a small shrine where his uncle's axe laid along with three wooden shields with the faces of his family. Two belonged to his parents, who were killed by pirates out at sea when Aarne was just a toddler. They were renowned trackers, bringing justice to the seas surrounding Berk, till that fateful day. The only items recovered from their burned ship was his mother's axe and his father's shoulder pads and belt. The other shield was of his uncle, Fearless Finn Hofferson, who after a battle with a dragon known as the Flightmare when Aarne was five, died later that season of a tragic illness. They were brave warriors, as were all the Hoffersons. After his uncle's death, he took it onto himself to care for him like a son. He helped train Aarne to become the best warrior he could be, not only for the tribe but because Hoffersons were strong and never gave up.

Stoick watched as Aarne grew from a fearless boy to a robust young man of little words, ready to protect his home at all cost.

"At ease, Aarne. I'm here to talk," Stoick said as he placed his hand over Aarne's cool broad shoulders. They were tense to the point of complete stiffness.

"I failed you, sir," Aarne's eyes were held forward and his hands were balled into tight white fists by his side. "I couldn't protect her and when I tried…I hurt her."

"It's not your fault, son. If you hadn't stopped that Nadder in the ring, she could have let out of there with worse than just cuts and bruises. Aarne, you saved her life. That's more than I asked of you and I'm proud you did what was best for her. I know you're upset about harming her, but she'll heal, and grow stronger from it. As for yelling at her…"

He took a breath and closed his eyes. Aarne did the same waiting for the uproar.

"I understand how at times Hiccup can be…different and difficult to communicate with. It's frustrating, and I know what you said was not out of anger but love, I've been there," Stoick stared into Aarne's eyes as they shot open from his calm voice and gave him a firm smile. "I know your family would be proud to see you now and that they're looking down on you from Valhalla with a smile."

Aarne…was speechless. He was expecting to get shouted at, to be told he was a failure, but not this. He loosened his fist and let them regain their color. Taking several steady inhales and exhales, Aarne calmed his nerves. "Thank you, sir. I just wish I could have been a better Viking for her."

"As far as I'm concerned, you've always been the better Viking out of anyone. I'm proud you made it this far and I'm sorry to have put you in a challenging position," he stepped back towards the front door, ready to exit. "Oh, and Aarne…" Stoick said as he grabbed the entrance with his body halfway out.

Looking up, Aarne saw a daring smirk on his chief's face. "Gobber told me about your "little" infatuation with my daughter…"

Aarne's eyes slightly dilated to this news.

"And I approve," Stoick grinned before closing the door, leaving the young Viking to process the information before a smirk formed on his lips.

He felt really good to hear that and continued his workout with high hopes for the day and for his future. And with the blessing just received, it was a future with Hiccup.

…

Hiccup used the last of the Gronckle Iron to create a single arrow, light as a feather and stronger than steel. She had one shot to make a difference and hopefully, it was all she needed. Returning to her study, she fit the arrow into her satchel and sat exhausted for no apparent reason. Maybe it was because she knew if she failed, it would be her head or that she was going to go down alone, she couldn't tell. If her plan worked, it'd end the war and bring about a new era of peace. If it backfired she'd never reveal the others who helped her along the way on this new path. They were just caught in the mix.

She laid her head down to the table and began to fiddle with one on her charcoal pencils. She chuckled slightly when realizing it was the one she went back for the day she found Toothless at the cove. She thought to how ridiculous it was to go back for it but she wouldn't change it for the world.

Hiccup wouldn't change anything as of far with her life. True, her beginnings were a mixture of joy and grief, and even if she couldn't remember her mother's face, she knew she loved her. The bullying, while painful and something she never shared with others made her sympathetic to her attackers.

Because while Snotlout tried to play it off as a macho man, she saw he was insecure about his strengths and disappointing his prideful father. The twins, even thought were alike in many ways were different like two snowflakes. Tuffnut was more of the artistic type and even if he wasn't the brightest in certain things he was adept in poetry and drama. Ruffnut being more logic driven than her counterpart, she held interest in law and philosophy. Both held powerful talents, but opted to acting out in violence and mischief.

If anything, she felt sorry for them rather than resentment, she truly pitied them because they could never be themselves.

Hiccup was too lost in thought and pushing her pencil up the desk to notice the curtain to her study was pulled back and someone entered till audible footsteps caught her attention. She lethargically turned her head over before her eyes widened with panic at the intruder.

"Dad! You're back," she swiftly stood and began gathering her documents together in a pile behind her, closing the books and placing them over the papers. The pencil fell to the ground with a clattering ting as her heart rate began to speed. "Uh, I um, Gobber's not here, so..." she gulped slowly.

"I know," he said calmly, forcing his large body through the narrow opening into her study that you could have shown the ceiling was going to capsize by the crackling of slitting wood fibers. He readjusted his helmet before looking down to her. "I came looking for you."

"You-you did?" her voice cracked slightly as she turned and aligned the books, making sure the images on the parchment below weren't showing before turning her head to him again

"You've been keeping secrets," Stoick said softly, and for whatever reason, this new tone frightened her as much as the words themselves.

"Buh, I-uh I-I have?" she leaned her elbow against the table before fidgeting it up and down trying to find a comfortable and casual position as to not look suspicious.

"Just how long did you think you could hide _**it**_ from me?" He narrowed his eyes to her, trying to pry out the information he wanted.

She turned around as if looking for a book on her shelve but didn't want to face her father and talk about _**it**_. "I-I—I d- I don't know what you…"

"Nothing happens on this island without me hearing about it!" his bellowing voice caused her to shiver and flinch as she turned around to face him once more.

"Oh..." Hiccup kept her head down as her arms and legs were shaking like a leaf, her eyes planted to the ground in fear.

This was it. Someone told him. She knew Gobber, Gustav and Gothi wouldn't rat her out, would they? Did somebody else know about Toothless? About the dragons? Was he here to personally banish her off the island and disown her as his daughter? Or was he going to have her beheaded for lying and betraying her own kind? Her mind was racing with these horrible questions as Stoick took a step forward towards her.

"Let me see _**it**_."

The air in her lung emptied as if she was pushed in the guts. "Oh Gods," she placed her hands over her mouth. She had promised herself that she'd never let her father see her cry and even though she cried many times over being lonely or upset, she always did it in private away from his sights. "Dad…I'm so sorry. I-I I was going to tell you, I just didn't know how to…"

She could feel the hot beads of tears forming over her eyes. Her breathing became hitched and she felt like nothing less of a complete and utter failure till she felt a strong tug pulling her into a hug, causing her to stiffen and halt her tears.

Stoick held his daughter close, something he hadn't done in years. She seemed so minuscule in his embrace as his breathing became heavy. He brought her to the point where she disregarded her own safety for him and all she ever wanted was not riches or strength but love. He failed Hiccup, his only child, as a father for so many years and all she ever did was try to please him. If he was anything, it was selfish.

"You-you're, you're not upset?" she shacked, her arms pressed to her center.

"Not at you, Hiccup, at myself. I pushed you too hard," he leaned back and placed his hands over her shoulders. "I tried to force you to be somebody you're not. I understand that now, that you're a leader, not a soldier and I never should have treated you like one. Now please…let me see your leg."

Hiccup stared into her father's eyes. He didn't know. He didn't know about the dragons, about Toothless. All he was worried about…was her. She stepped back and lifted her left leg up towards him and his eyes swelled up at the sight of it.

He dared not ask her to take it off, it'd be too painfully for him. His vision led up to her neck where the silk fabric was wrapped securely around it and to her hand that exposed several pieces of gauze. Taking a deep breath, he stood up and began laughing at the top of his lungs.

Out of terror she began laughing nervously. "Is...is there a problem?" Hiccup asked her increasingly frightening father.

"WHAT?! I was hoping for this!" he grinned at her wildly.

"Ugh, you were?" she shot him a genuinely confused glance.

"And believe me, it only gets better! Just wait till you're signing treaties and attending your first chieftain council! I've been preparing you for the wrong future, you're my heiress! I should have been training you in diplomacy! What a feeling!" he tapped Hiccup back a bit too hard, pushing her body into a woven basket on the bookshelf.

"You really had me going there, dear!" he shouted in joy as she tried to pry herself out of the basket. "All those years of 'the worst Viking Berk has ever seen'!"

Hiccup's expression fell upon hearing her own father say that.

"Odin! It was rough, I almost gave up on you, and all the while you were holding out on me! Oh Thor All Mighty!" he took a steady inhale as he reached out for a seat. "With you doing so well keeping the peace while I was gone, we finally have something to talk about…" he whispered his last words as he scooched forward to her, ready to get started on what he was sure to be a lengthy and grand conversation.

Hiccup was utterly thunderstruck. He ignored her more than half her life despite all the hard work and effort she put into helping him and the community and all the while he thought she was a lost cause. It took her losing a leg -the truth of how it was lost never to be revealed to him- and nearly dying for him to finally notice her. It made all those years of studying and learning and building and tolerating seem meaningless. And on top of that, he now saw her as his replacement, rather than his daughter.

All she ever was, was a pawn for her father to move around a chess board till she became the queen. She felt used. This wasn't the love she wanted, she wanted her father, not a chief.

She looked to the ground, not making eyes contact with him and spoke in an impassive still voice. "How was the trip?"

His expression sank a bit, but understood she probably missed him. "We…couldn't locate the nest. I'm sorry."

Hiccup shot her head up. If they couldn't find the nest, then it meant they were all safe. She let out a sigh of relief. "That's alright. You tried." _And thank Odin you failed._

"It's not all bad, we get to see Aarne kill that Nightmare. Isn't it exciting!?"

"Yeah…shouldn't you be…getting ready for that?" Hiccup lowered her shoulders and rolled her eyes with a dry tone.

"Uh, yes good. Good talk…" he began but soon both their words became a jumble of incomprehensible gibberish.

Before he scooched his way out the doorway, he turned back to Hiccup. "I know you tried to hold up your end of the deal. Either way, I'm very proud of you," with that said, he popped his body out of her study and from the sound of it, managed to stumble over metal object before leaving the forge awkwardly.

Those were the words she wanted to hear all her life and somehow they made her feel like dirt. She sat herself back down to the table, retrieved the charcoal pencil from the floor, played with it for a while before lowering her arms and covering her face.

She silently wept.

…

At the cove, Toothless managed to stay hidden as Gustav brought Fanghook his breakfast. He watched as they played for a certain period of time before separating and once he was certain he was gone, returned to the ground by his Nightmare friend.

"_Living in the shadows seems rather lonesome, don't you think?"_ Fanghook asked as the sparrow hopped from horn to horn on his head.

Toothless just stared at the ground apathetically before trailing his eyes to Hiccup's garden. The potatoes would be close to harvesting as well as the kale. He smiled to himself as he dug his paws through the soil, weeding out the dandelions and realigned the furrows. He had often wondered why she grow so much, it wasn't like she could eat the entire crop on her own. But knowing her, she grew extra for her village and true to her nature she probably kept that little secret to herself. Hiccup wasn't good at keeping secrets, he remembered how she'd gotten sick and pretended everything was alright. She never liked to impose her problems on others. Fanghook was right about keeping to the shadows, it was lonely, and Hiccup was a testament to that. But she never let it show how much solitude it brought her. He thought, if he kept to the shadows as well, they'd at least be alone together.

After cleaning the garden, he sulked over to the stone where his old saddle and fin laid as the day she left them. His back felt weightless and it was a disheartening sensation. He'd gotten so used to the saddle, it was an extension of him, and now it was separate.

_What I would give to fly with her again,_ he thought seating himself by to, mourningly admiring the red-flagged fin.

…

Everyone was gathering at the arena, awaiting the killing that would mark a worthy youth as a Viking. The villagers had spent hours prepping the stadium with colorful banners of dragons being slaughtered by noble Vikings, and soon a new banner would commemorate the victory of the last surviving Hofferson. It was a momentous day for many as villagers gathered around the chained ceiling, some seated over the top stone seats carved into the adjacent mountain wall. The place was packed to the brim with some pushing and shoving just to get a good look at the arena for the glorious moment.

Nobody wanted to miss this.

Gustav met Hiccup by the bridge, where she stood staring out towards the gate leading into the ring while people passed her by as if invisible. From her back, he could see her shield and knew she was planning something.

He stood right by her and saw a seriousness to her attitude. "What are you gonna do?"

She waited to answer till the last villager crossed the bridge to the arena, leaving them as the only people left on it. "Put an end to this, I have to try." Turning over she kneeled down and cupped her hands over his face. "Gustav, if something…goes wrong, just make sure they don't find the other dragons."

"I will," he calmly nodded. "Just…promise me it won't go wrong."

Hiccup gave Gustav a weak smile before pulling him into a hug. As their embrace ended, the sound of the ceremonial drums beat lowly as the opening speech was about to begin. Holding her hand out, she and Gustav made their way towards pulsations of thrashing doom.

…

"I'm glad everyone's here to witness this glorious occasion!" the crowd cheered wildly at Stoick's words before motioning them to silence. "For years, we've all watched as Aarne Hofferson honed his skills for this day; so it's no surprise the lad's placed first in dragon training!"

Roars of excitement echoed in the air once more, seeming to vibrate the chain linked ceiling of the arena from the sheer volume created. As if blessed by the gods, the skies were clear of clouds and the sun shined brightly over Berk. Stoick raised his arms out once more.

"Here we are, as are his ancestors as they look down on him with honor and pride. I'm so proud of him, as we all are. Today, he becomes a Viking, a man! Today he becomes one of us!"

The mass applauded riotously as Stoick made his way to his seat, spotting Hiccup by one of the stone statues with Gustav. "Hiccup!"

Lifting her head, she watched as he walked towards her and presented his hand out to her with a loving smile on his face. "The heiress must have the best seat by her father."

Hesitant at first, she shivered her palm to his as he led her to a foot rising where a large throne with two interweaving dragon heads carved on its stone body overlooked the entire arena as well as the entrance of the ring gate.

Stoick looked to the shield on her back before asking. "Why the shield, dear?"

"For protection," she said nothing more on the matter as he took seat. Gothi to his left and Hiccup to his right, he waited along with everyone else as Gobber allowed Aarne in the ring.

…

"It's time, Aarne," Gobber said as cheery as he possibly could. He watched as his blue eyes darted up to Hiccup in hope she'd finally come to admire him then to the sealed gate holding the Monstrous Nightmare with a look of savagery.

Today, he'd prove to her once and for all that he was the only being alive worthy of her, that he deserved and earned her. He had already received Stoick's blessing; she was as good as his.

Tightening his grip on his axe, he stepped forward into the light.

"Knock him dead," Gobber frowned as he closed the heavy metal gate in front of him.

"I plan to," Aarne answered back in a slightly arrogant tone.

Above, his former teammates cheered on with the crowd.

"Yeah, show 'em how it's done!" Snotlout barked out as Aarne marched over to the weapons rack and pick up a shield with a stoic air around him.

He looked up, seeing Gobber, the chief and his prize looking down to him. The chief had a confident smile down on him like a proud father while Gobber appeared troubled and Hiccup held a gravity of mystery in her forest colored eyes.

Taking his steps to the Nightmare cage so his body was parallel the large sealed gate, he nodded his head. "I'm ready."

The air quieted as the thick wooden logs securing the doors to the Nightmare cell were releasing, leaving the resonating clicks of the crank system pulling them to the unlocked position. After the last click was heard, the world was silent for three full seconds, till the doors flung open with radical bursts of orange flames and from the fire came the chilling cry of the dragon himself.

The Monstrous Nightmare...

His entire body was set ablaze with climbing ribbons of fire that dripped down his jaws and whatever the flames caught in an oozing concoction of slimy lava. He let out a second thundering roar and pounced his red and black scaled fire-coated form to the stone walls of the ring, clawing the rock with the speed of a tiger.

"_Coming through, Dead Meats, Nightmare on the loose!" _he called out to the mass of humans. He had been waiting for a kill.

Circling halfway around the ring, he raised his head towards the open gaps in the metal piped fence and let out a long trail of smoldering fire from his mouth, causing several men to back away and clear the area till his fires died down.

He swiftly climbed up the chain ceiling, his fire coating finally dying down as he curled his long neck towards the blonde Viking before him and lowered his wings then body down to the ground. His eyes were feral and golden like thick amber sap and his large hooked fangs were sharp like needles.

Before the Nightmare could make a move, Aarne lunged forward and slammed his shield to the Nightmare's jaw causing the creature to growl before releasing a thick flash of fire to him. Dodging the whirl of blazes, Aarne lifted his axe and brought it down with heavy force towards the dragon's neck.

Fortune would have it to allow the Nightmare to maneuver itself away before the axe blade collided with the stone floor, lodging itself deep into the stone. Aarne however, was anything if resilient and forced the metal blade out of the deeply embedded floor, turning over to face the beast once more.

The crowd went hysterical with excitement as they watched Aarne race head first to the dragon like a mad man and striking it down once more with the shield. This time, the blow was hard enough to raddle the dragon's eardrums as he stood motionless trying to regain his bearings.

Aarne wasted no time, dropping the shield as he took both hands to the handle, gripping it tightly as he ran yelling at the monster ready to lop off its demon-like head off.

This was for his family.

This was for his honor.

This was for what was surely his.

He held the axe over his left shoulder, his blue eyes filled with rage and hatred as he began to lower the axe down.

His body stiffened when the weight over his shoulder disappear and the wooden handle in his grasp crumbled into flakes of dust. A loud ping echoed the world as he turned to see his battle axes metal body and upper handle imbedded into the hard stone barrier.

It had all happened in an instant.

…

For Hiccup, the entire world moved as if in slow motion once the gates to the ring were closed. She watched as Aarne stared at her with a smirk on his face as he haughtily confirmed his readiness to the battle. Her eyes never left the beautiful ribbons of golden embers as they swept over the Nightmare's smoky crimson body. The feeling in her heart ached as she witnessed the first blow to the face Aarne struck to the dragon. She cheered for the Monstrous Nightmare on the inside, praying he managed to unarm Aarne and leave him be. But once Aarne flung his axe near the Stocker's neck, she knew he'd be out for blood.

Dragons hold their lives very seriously.

When she realized the Nightmare was incapable to move due to the trauma to his head and that Aarne was darting straight for him, she knew it was her time to stop this madness.

With the universe still celebrating and shouting in unhurried speeds, her body appeared to be moving at unnoticeable velocities as she took the iron arrow out of her satchel, opened her shield to its crossbow setting, placed the arrow in the slot and took aim.

The world paused, freezing everything, as she took steady breaths and drew the silver arrow to the axe. She watched as it instantly flew from the bow to the wooden handle near the top where the blade head laid and could hear the splitting of wood fibers as it pierced its way through. With the force of its impact, the handle shattered in two and with the blade end still attached to the arrow, impacted itself to the stone wall.

The world unfroze and all was silent.

…

Before anyone could question how a silver arrow managed to interfere with the match, there was a quiet sound of metal colliding with stone. The villagers facing Stoick's direction bit their tongues in disbelief at what they saw.

Stoick was still in shock at what just happened and his concern grew as whispers began to circulate the stadium. He turned to his right.

His heiress had vanished.

Hiccup matched to the center of the ring, her shield in hand, stopping between the Monstrous Nightmare and Aarne, him a fifteen foot gap from her, she placed her shield in front of her in a readying stance. "I can't let you do this, Aarne. Stand down. This ends now."

Her voice held the same level of authority it did when she confronted Snotlout, leaving Aarne in sheer astonishment.

She was preventing him from his destiny, his right. He worked too hard for this moment to claim his place as a Viking and claim her as his own and she was denying him that to the point of defending a dragon.

He let out a heavy exhale and took a single step forward. "Get out of the way, Hiccup. I don't want to hurt you."

"That never stopped you before," she countered, glaring daggers at him.

He was taken so aback by the comment, his breathing hitched and his eyes widened. He looked over to his chief, who couldn't process what was happening before him.

"If you don't move, I'll be forced to attack you," he tried to reason with her. Didn't she understand what she was doing was treachery?

"You can try!" she barked back.

As much as he didn't want to attack her, if he managed to unarm her and claim she was mistaken, she wouldn't be deemed an endangerment to the tribe. He narrowed his eyes and slide his back leg back before taking a run start at her.

He was expecting to knock her down in one swift motion, but was sorely mistaken as she held her ground with the shield and literally forced him back several feet with a hard shove.

_When did she get that strong?_ He thought as his eyes widened not only to being shoved, but to her dashing towards him with her shield. He narrowly managed to dodge her attempt to strike him and saw how the impact of her metal shield to the stone crumbled it into pieces.

She wasn't kidding.

Hiccup stepped back so she was between the Nightmare and Aarne once more, the dragon finally regaining some sense to the world around him. What he saw he couldn't explain: a tiny human, smelling of sweet grass, was defending him? Why? Whatever it was, he kept clear of the two humans' argument, she gave off this aura that demanded respect.

Aarne stepped back and from the weapons rack, grabbed the hammer and with great aim flung it to her metal leg, hoping it would knock her down and he'd be able to get her out of the arena and away from that dragon.

_Doesn't she remember what happened the last time a dragon got too close?!_

Noticing the hammer, she dove downward, caught the hammer as it flew low to the ground and flung it back to him, managing to strike him on the shoulder.

"Stand down, Aarne!" she cried out as he placed his hand over his right shoulder.

What was it? Did she hate him? Did the idea of him winning upset her or was it that he planned to claim her as his woman? He thought who could possibly be a better suitor than him and the necklace around her neck said everything.

_He must have corrupted her, _he thought. _He somehow managed to turn Hiccup against us, her own tribe. She's been hypnotized because the Hiccup I know could never be this strong or this brave._

Anger bubbled into his heart. He wasn't going to let anybody take what was his. He shouted violently as he sprinted to rip that stupid shell off her neck once and for all.

…

With Aarne bolting her way, she exhaled and released her bola, entangling him to the ground. He struggled greatly to release himself but to no avail.

With him out of the way, Hiccup stood straight and looked around to the noiseless mass of Vikings above her. Turning to her father, her eyes locked with his. They were full of confusion and complete dismay.

How in Odin's beard, had she gotten so skilled and strong that she took down a young man who trained constantly?

The answer was simple. Aarne never had to work a plow and till the earth to create nourishment for the people in the community. He didn't know what it was like to work long hours with fire and metal till his arms felt like loose threads. He never rowed a boat, pulled a fishing net and carried heavy baskets of fish long distances. He would never experience brawling a Night Fury, building up his speed, stamina and strength to the point where he'd knock one down with his bare being. Yes, Hiccup was never considered the strongest Viking, but her strengths didn't come from being one, they came from being herself.

Hiccup pried her eyes away from her father's and glued them to those of the Monstrous Nightmare, who had been waiting tolerantly. He wasn't sure what to make of this creature and gave a firm growl as she stepped towards him.

She dropped her shield and held her empty hands to him, showing him she wasn't a threat, but an ally.

"What is she doing?" Stoick spoke out finally breaking free of his trance.

The crowd began to mumble to one another. In all the years Berk has stood, never did a Viking turn on their own so outrageously and offer themselves to a dragon. It was unheard of.

Hiccup stepped back, showing the dragon she respected his space and lowered her head. "It's okay. It's okay."

The Nightmare followed her moments, advancing in her directions and lowered his growl to a hum.

She gave a final stare to her father, his head shaking for her to get out of there. In her heart, she knew all along she had to say these words.

"I'm not one of them," Hiccup's voice was calm and gentle, her eyes softened and the air around her and the Nightmare lightened. He's feral slits dilated to large orbs at her words and presence. If anything, she was more dragon than human.

Aarne couldn't believe what he had heard.

Stoick raised from his seat at this revelation, the crowd gasping in absolute surprise. Men and women began looking to each other, trying to find the words to say but fell flat. What was there to say when the chief's child disowns her heritage in favor for the enemy?

"Stop the fight," Stoick stood up with growing rage in his heart.

"Stoick, we can't…" Gobber began trying to sooth his chief. He trusted Hiccup too much to have her quit now.

"No! I need you all to see this," she spoke out against to her father, directing her comment to him and the gathering. "They're not what we think they are," she raised her palm closer to the docile Nightmare. "We don't have to kill them."

As if the events couldn't get more scandalous, the simultaneous inhale of the tribe echoed around. It was clear, she had committed the worst of their laws: she defended the monsters.

"I SAID STOP THE FIGHT!" Stoick outrage boiled over as he pressed forward and struck his hammer to the metal fencing, denting it with the amount of force given.

Hiccup's hand was already on the Nightmare's snout when the low pitched vibration raddled into his ears, this time however instead of stunning him, it set off his survival instinct. His eyes slit and he snarled at the female before him and with little warning, snapped his massive jaws to her arm.

"AAAHHH!" Hiccup pulled her hand back in time and swiftly grabbed her shield as she ran off from the advancing tempered Stocker. He let out a large pipe of red fire towards her as she accomplished to escape its flames.

"NOOOOO!"

"OUT OF MY WAY!" Stoick ran towards the gates of the arena, shoving people aside as if they were pieces of paper. He was angry, worried, scared, a jumble of emotions that he couldn't figure out what to feel.

How could Hiccup say she wasn't one of them? She was his daughter. He had to protect her and yet he knew what she did deserved none.

…

The sound of distress carried out into Toothless' ears that awoke him from his slumber.

"_HICCUP!" _Toothless reacted on pure drive and took a running start before darting into the air like a jet.

Fanghook heard the call as well and went on high alert as did his sparrow friend.

Toothless flew high into the sky and followed the sounds of her terrified voice. This wasn't a typical scream, it was a near death cry. His breathing increased as he looked down to a sea stack filled with Vikings and inside a metal cage was Hiccup, running from a large red Nightmare.

His eyes slit as his protectiveness kicked in, filling his body with adrenaline.

He didn't need more than that to know she was in danger and bolted down in the direction of the chaos to protect his other half.

…

"HICCUP!" Aarne cried out as he began to rip the ropes of the bola off his body. Freed, he took a nearby mace and threw it at the out of control demon. It got his attention, but now it was after him.

"AARNE, RUN!" Hiccup shouted.

He heeded her warning and dashed away from the snaking beast.

Stoick ran to the gate and forced it open with one motion. "This way!"

Aarne turned on a dime towards the gate where he reached out for Stoick's arm. Hiccup followed not too far behind but the Nightmare sprayed hot slimy spit onto the gate above. The heat friction slid the gate back down, welding the ends, sealing Hiccup inside the ring.

"NOOO!" Stoick reached out for the metal again, but the burning red metal bars prevented anything to force it open.

She was trapped.

Running away from the gate Hiccup had only a second till the Nightmare latched himself to the walls before pouncing and pinning her down between his razor-like talons. Hiccup curled into a tight ball as she came face to face with the Monstrous Nightmare, still in feral mode as he growled at her body.

She was so close to showing them.

_Is this how it ends?_

…

The siren of a high pitched hum surrounded the air around them as Gobber's eyes flew open from the familiar screech. He looked up and there he was, jetting towards the arena like a hawk.

"_Hiccup, get down!"_ Toothless shouted as he released a plasma blast to the metal fencing and charging into it. The blast created a large veil of thick smoke that covered the events within the shadows.

"Somebody get in there and help her!" a man yelled out and soon others were saying the same.

They could hear the loud roars of two dragons in the ring and see a pair of black wings fanning out the tip top of the smoke before a small black dragon rolled around atop the Nightmare's backside, biting down on his wings and clawing his skin deeply.

"Night Fury!" Gobber's eyes went wide at the sight of Toothless taking on the Stocker in order to defend Hiccup.

The Nightmare managed to toss Toothless to the ground and began in an attempt to bite on his underbelly and spill out his guts. Toothless forced the Nightmare off of his body with powerful punches and kicks, flinging the larger dragon all the way to the stone wall with a tremendous force.

"_KILL!" _the Nightmare called out, lost in the heat of the battle.

Toothless placed himself between Hiccup and the Nightmare, his back arched like an aggressive tomcat. "_Don't you DARE lay another claw on MY woman or I'll kill you where you stand!"_

"Toothless!?" Hiccup screamed as she laid on the floor propped up by her arms.

Again and again the Nightmare attempted to attack the female, only to have Toothless crawl and snap his fang to him.

The crowd watched in horror and shock as a dragon dove in out of nowhere to protect Hiccup from the Nightmare, just as she defended that very dragon from Aarne. It was all so confusing, they weren't sure who to side with.

The teens were eye-widened with shock by the events before them. They had trained to kill dragons and a dragon was risking its own life for Hiccup. Of all the eyes, Ruffnut's had to be the widest as the name 'Toothless' was blurted out by Hiccup.

She loved a dragon.

…

Giving up on trying to overpower a Night Fury, the Monstrous Nightmare gave a final cry before slinking off to his cage. Hiccup ran straight to Toothless who was still wired up till he saw her face.

"Alright, Toothless, go," she pushed him as his eyes dilated and his expression softened. "Get out of here!"

"_Not without you,"_ he said to her, not noticing the mass of Viking men heading towards him.

"Toothless, look out!" Hiccup reached out for a nearby spear and broke off the metal end before clubbing men away from him. The sheer force of her attacks caused the cloths of silk to spiral off her neck and arm, revealing to everyone the healed and undamaged flesh.

Seeing men now heading towards Hiccup, Toothless clawed at them, pushed them aside with his legs and tail while she fought off her own kind to defend him.

The men who had gotten hit by Hiccup were set back and laid on the group in a pile. For someone so small, she could fight like a beast. The others watched in terror as she attacked the very people she grew with.

What was happening?

"They're too many of them, go!" she shouted with her back to his left side as they were surrounded by men with axes and swords and hammers at the ready.

"_I'm not leaving without you, so quit being stubborn!"_

"That was an order, not a request!" she turned to face him and from the corner of her eyes saw an archer readying an arrow. Taking the staff in her hands, she hit the Gronckle Iron shield just within reach and it bounced into the air. Swiftly reaching out to it, she flung it to the archer like a flying disc and landed it right to his head, knocking him out. From the impact, the shield came back to her with a force, luckily being caught by Toothless before it could hit her.

Retrieving her shield, she cupped his face and gave him a quick kiss. "Please, go. I love you."

He stared into her eyes and with a heavy heart, knew she'd be devastated if he was capture. Taking a few more Vikings out, he opened his wings and darted out of the arena in a flash, somehow disappearing in the clear blue sky.

She watched as he flew away and resumed to combating through the horde of men charging at her. It took three men to bring her to her knees and separate her from the staff and shield. Two men on either shoulder held her firmly down while Spitelout secured her hands with his fist behind her back and kept her head up. In honesty it took nearly all their strength to bring her down, she put up one hell of a struggle.

Her breathing became erratic and her vision began to blur. When she looked up, she saw her father's face, a look of utter betrayal and dissatisfaction.

Soon her breathing became normal as she lowered her head to the stone floor in defeat.

_What have I done…_


	27. Chapter 27

_Hello again. In this chapter, hearts are broken, tears are shed and two souls leave Berk as clouds form overhead. Posting this chapter 7-27-2014. Next chapter to be posted in 4-5 days. Thank you for your patience and please enjoy._

…

A vice-like grip locked Hiccup's forearm between her father's tightening clutches. He ignored her desperate tugs and pleas to let go and to stop hurting her, but he was so far in a deep set fury that noise was blocked from his hearing. Quite literally, he dragged her home to the point where her boot was creating a shallow line in the hard dirt earth.

With every step closer to the house, his grasp to her arm only seemed to tighten to the point Hiccup feared her bones would break into pieces. When they reached the front steps he kicked the door open, lifted Hiccup's small body up by the forearm and threw her inside as if she was a sack of barley. Fortunately, she managed to land on her feet, as her side collided with the kitchen table. The sting from her arm and side made her body curl slightly as she turned to see her father storming into the house as he forced the door close only to have it bounce back and remain slightly ajar. There was great fury in his green eyes as he marched towards her as she stepped away from him to the wall where he flung the table to it. It split into pieces as Hiccup managed to move away from it before it stuck her.

Her body was trembling and her breathing began to hurt her lungs.

"I should have known. I should have seen the signs," he heaved out pacing back and forth in the area where the table once resided.

"…Dad," she shivered, stepping back.

"We had a deal!" he pointed to her accusingly mid-pace.

"I know, we did, but that-that was before I…" she traced her fingers over her short brunette tresses, shaking her head. "Oh, it's all so messed up."

"So everything, A TRICK! A lie," he looked to her with bitterness and distain before turning his back on her.

"I screwed up! I-I-I I should have told you before now, just you…" she fidgeted her arms about as she spoke, slowly advancing towards him. "Take this out on me. Be mad at me, but please, just don't hurt them!" Her voice as beginning to ache as the pain in her throat rose.

"The dragons?!" Stoick turned to her, betrayal and anger in his voice. "THAT'S WHAT YOU'RE WORRIED ABOUT?! NOT THE PEOPLE YOU ALMOST KILLED!" he strode towards her, forcing her to step away.

"He was just protecting me! The Nightmare was frightened! They're-They're not dangerous!"

"THEY'VE KILLED HUNDREDS OF US!" Stoick shouted, leaning his body down to her in rage.

"And we've killed thousands of them!" Hiccup shouted back, a firm seriousness in her eyes as she glared to him.

Stoick was taken aback by her sudden flip in demeanor, Hiccup had never raised her voice and given an expression like that to him, ever. He began to pace again, a volatile mixture of rage and repugnance brewing inside.

"They defend themselves, that's all! They raided us because they had to! If they didn't bring enough food back, they would have been eaten themselves! There…was something else on their island, Dad, a monster. It was a dragon like you've never…"

Stoick paused and stared at her. "Their island?!" A realization swept over him as he trailed towards her slowly, whispering in a dark tone as he advanced. "So you've been to the nest."

Hiccup backed away. "Oh no-no-no-no! Listen, please, it's not what you think! You don't know what you were up against. It was like nothing you've ever seen! Toothless and I barely made it out of there in one piece! Please, Dad, they're no threat to us anymore! It's over!"

He didn't understand what she meant by "barely made it out" till he looked down to her leg and understood.

"So, you're leg!? That was them!?" he shoved her to the wall.

"Yes, but…" she slide her body to the left away from him till her back was towards the kitchen.

Something inside Stoick just snapped. He felt deceived, by his own blood. Whatever was left of his patience and sanity vanished as his core turned to stone.

"And you're neck and arm!" he reached out for her neck, lifting her off the ground above his height before tossing her to the side. "ALL A LIE! YOUR ACTIONS TODAY COULD HAVE COST THE VILLAGE THEIR LIVES! YOU'VE BEEN NOTHING BUT A DISGRACE SINCE YOU WERE A CHILD!" Stoick pointed to her once more as she coughed violently.

He turned to the front door and began to march out. He was furious.

"Dad, please! No!" she stood up and raced to him. She had to stop the fighting, the bloodshed, everything. "FOR ONCE IN YOUR LIFE WILL YOU PLEASE JUST LISTEN TO ME!"

She grabbed onto his arm, trying to force him to stop. When her hand made contact with his skin, all his built up rage released all at once. He shoved her back and with his other hand, struck her left cheek.

The sound of the collision echoed around the house as the force pushed her back to the center of the room knocking her to the ground, her legs curled on the floor as small droplets of blood escaped her ear. Her left hand covered over the hot area of her face while her right kept her propped up as she wobbled violently.

Stoick turn to face her, his eyes and mind so blinded by fury he failed to realize what he had just done. "You've thrown your lot in with them. You're not a Viking."

Hiccup slowly lifted her head to him with an expression of terror and dread.

"You're not my child," his words were cold and heartless. He wasted no time turning towards the front door and slamming it shut, leaving Hiccup in the darkness.

…

Outside, Stoick was confronted by the entire village. The air was silent as men and women stared at their chief in a mixture of horror and concern. They had followed close as he forced Hiccup out of the arena, hauled her home and could hear his shouting voice and wood breaking apart. The sound that frightened them the most was the sound a loud smack the likes of which had never been heard before.

They were confused. One minute they were enjoying a battle between Aarne and the Nightmare, the next Hiccup went mad to the point of defending dragons and fighting her own kind. A part of them said she was now a traitor and needed to be punished. The other half told them Hiccup was well, Hiccup.

From the silence, an old scraggly voice crept out. "I knew that girl was a demon the day she was born, but did any of you listen to me? No. And see what it brought forth… You all saw how she controlled those monsters, she's a sorceress," an elderly man with wild grey hair came forward, a sheep tucked under his arm. "We should have eliminated her years ago, would have done Berk more good than bad."

All looked to the old man, Mildew. Since Hiccup's birth, he'd always claim she was otherworldly and strange. If there was anything he despised more than dragons, it was her.

"I say we execute her now, lease the gods bring forth a wrath upon us all!" he stirred the crowd. And while many didn't want to bring harm to her, they couldn't ignore the fact that by law, it was what needed to be done. Soon people were shouting back and forth at each other till loud roars were heard from around.

The sky began to darken and become grey while the ground began to rumble with the hissing vibration of something menacing. Soon the sound halted.

From the crust of earth by the assembly, large rows of rotation teeth emerged along with the body of a Whispering Death, Etch. If that wasn't enough of a tremor for the crowd, Gothi on its back had them all wide-eyed. Etch let out a massive roar to the horde of Vikings that whatever weapons they had in their grasp flew right out of their palms.

Above, two more dragons arrived. One, a violet and yellow Monstrous Nightmare ridden by Gustav Larson himself. The other they had never seen before, a dragon coated in an armor of bones, with Gobber atop of it.

Both dragons landed on either side of the Haddock house, both sniffing the air before turning to Stoick with pure rage. Fanghook and Bones both let out powerful thundering roars as the mass shuttered.

Looking down to Stoick, Gobber could see the small drips of blood falling from his palm. He locked his breath before hopping off of Bones and raced right for him, pulling Stoick by the collar of his shirt. "WHAT DID YOU DO TO HER!?"

"What are you talking about!? And what is the meaning of this!?" Stoick glared into his friends eyes before scoping at the elder and the young boy with a mixture of ire and confusion.

"Her blood is on your hands, it's the reason they're in a frenzy!" he pointed over to Bones who held his body low with eyes piercing Stoick. "You have no idea what your daughter has done for this village! She nearly died putting an end to this war!"

"Chief, please, stop this carnage. The dragons aren't our enemies anymore. Harming Hiccup will only bring another war, something she fought to end. I promise you, you can't win this one if the dragons sense she's put in danger," Gustav plead atop Fanghook, who shot aggressive stares at the red-haired man.

Etch dragged her tail in the dirt and inscribed to Stoick a message in their dialect, '_We no longer have a need to attack. However, under our law, your daughter is now under our protection and any instigation on her life may very well result in the annihilation of your people. The blood on your hand could be seen as an act of war.'_

Stoick looked to the three dragon riders. Gobber the Belch, his best friend whom he knew since they were children. Gothi, the elder who consecrated him when his took role as chief over Berk. Young Gustav Larson who had dreamed of being a Viking since he was a toddler. These were his people, individuals he swore to defend with his life, now they were trying to stop him from making a decision that could end Berk once and for all.

"If you want to punish someone, punish us. Just leave Hiccup and the dragons in peace, Chief," Gustav jumped off of Fanghook and stepped closer to Stoick.

"Bah, we can't negotiate with her and the dragons!" Mildew called out. "They're just stupid, blood thirsty animals who need to be killed!"

"If you're going to hurt Hiccup, you'll have to go through us too!" Bucket spoke up as he and Mulch pulled away from the crowd toward the area where the dragons and their riders were.

"That sweet girl has done more for this village than anyone else and we fishermen stick together!" Mulch added waving his hooked hand to the crowd. "You should all be ashamed of yourselves for wanting to harm the very person who defended us and you can't even do the same for her!"

And for the first time, everyone felt a sting of guilt run over them. From the adults who ever said wicked things behind her back to the teenagers who bullied her; they all gave a collective look of shame to the ground. They were right, Hiccup did so much for them and she never once asked for anything in return. No 'thank you' or 'good job', she'd just keep giving and giving. She tried to show them, convince them there was a different way.

Hiccup…saved them.

"Stoick, don't do anything irrational. Think about your people, about your daughter," Gobber said, releasing his hold on him.

From the moment the Whispering Death wrote about Hiccup's blood on his hand, Stoick couldn't take his eyes off the small markings of dried fluid on his fingertips and palm. He struck her. He nearly struck her with a table, chocked and slapped his only child in a fit of anger. He spoke to her with no cognizance, treating her as if she was less than dirt. It hit his heart like a ton of bricks, he disowned her. His little girl...

The air in his lungs escaped him to the point his entire body stepped back at the realization. He looked up with large olive eyes to the sea and then turned to the door of this home. "Hiccup…"

He ran to the door. He had to take back all the cruel words, the malicious actions, the pain. Pushing the entrance he looked to where she had laid, the house was empty. The back door was opened completely and he could feel the storm from outside picking up.

"What have I done?" he whispered to the wind.

…

For the first time in her life, Hiccup felt her world crumbling into dust as it fell into complete darkness.

Her arm hurt, her side ached along with her neck that was surely bruised with her father's hand mark. She could feel and hear every droplets of her own blood fall from her ear to the floor, forming a small puddle. It sounded like a loud, heavy hammering drum on the cold wooden floorboards. The hot numbness on her left cheek strung. Her eyes began to cloud in sorrow, enveloping her in a shroud of fog. Everything around her felt misty and damp and alone.

Her father, no, not her father anymore; Stoick the Vast, slapped her.

In all her years, no matter how upset he got with her, he never physically assaulted her.

Hiccup felt as though her body was being devoured in a spiraling desolation. For a brief moment, he had cared, actually smiled to her and made her a part of his life. In an instant, she twisted him into a monster. His words still echoed in her ears.

_You're not my child._

Those words stabbed her and held pain far worse that any physical trauma she had ever felt in her life. This was what hurt her most. Being unwanted. She now was worth nothing. She was nothing. Her heart shattered that day.

What was going to happen now? Was this to be her last day among the living? Would Stoick the Vast order for her head to be presented on a spear for all to see the traitorous and worst being to have ever been cursed to Berk?

She wondered where she went wrong. All her life she tried to good, tried her hardest to please others and maybe be seen as of some value. But she wasn't, she only felt like the very fog itself. There one moment, only to disappear as the world continued forward.

The haze surround her mind began to grow dim as the sound of loud outburst came from outside. Shouting and screaming her name with tones of savagery and wanting of blood.

_Am I going to die?_ She thought looking to the front door, the only thing not covered in the mist of her mind. The uproar only seemed to be getting louder, as if advancing. Hallucinations of extending shadow-like arms crept from under the doorway, reaching out for her as if to drag her to her death and into the very Gates of Hel.

Her body flinched and trembled from the vivid illusions of her psyche. They seemed too real as they latched onto her metal leg, adding a heavy weight on her physical being. She felt petrified. Hiccup slide her body back away from the shadows and lifted her weak figure to a standing position. Breathing as if caught in the middle of dense suffocating smoke, she became faint. Not wanting to hear another holler from the Vikings outside and be pulled down to her destruction, she bolted to the back door and never looked back.

If it was possible, she ran faster than when she had her two real legs. Hiccup's body refused to stop as she raced past the places which held so much meaning. She flew past the spot where she found Toothless, the tree where Gustav and Fanghook first met, the disturbed earth where she fought Etch and Gothi learned of her secret.

Faster and faster she ran, the forest becoming a complete blur of taupe and jade from the rapid acceleration of her limbs.

She didn't want her life to end...she was only beginning to live. She had a heart, a purpose in life. And though it wasn't the life she wanted, it was the only one she had and she refused to let anyone take it from her.

Turning back meant her life would be ended before it even began, it was a doomed reality.

If she learned anything from her experience with dragons, it was to continue on and live, even when the odds are against you.

She was tired of being pushed around and ignored. Tired of being treated like a mistake.

_I'm not a mistake. I'm not worthless. I'm not a disgrace._

When the entrance to the cove came within sight, she forced herself to go faster and without missing a beat, slide under the shield in a swift motion, repositioned herself and sprinted to a mass of boulders to hide.

Hiccup's sat on the warm earth. This was her secret, her hiding place. The one piece of Berk nobody could find her in. She looked to the heavens, and saw that it was grey and beautiful. Spheres of lukewarm dews formed into heavy droplets before cascading down her almond toned skin. The teardrops gracing down the reddish-blue bruise burned slightly. Pressing her legs together, Hiccup wrapped her shivering arms around them and buried her head to her knees.

Her breath was quivering as she wept, all the memories she held close of Berk slowly materializing before her. She remembered all the hateful remarks said about her when the adults thought she couldn't hear or understand. Her body remembered every last stone and stick that was ever thrown at her from the shadows. Inside, she saw her father walking out the front door, not even saying 'goodbye' or 'I'll miss you'. But it wasn't just the bad moments she recalled. She looked back to the day Gobber cleared out his old storage room to make it her study. Her hands felt the warm dirt from every harvest she ever planted. Her eyes counted every drop of rain that fell from the skies and those were the days she smiled the brightest and cried the most because she always felt something was missing but it was something that couldn't be remembered.

She was so lost in her mind, that she barely noticed the faint whispers of her name being called out. Lifting her head up slowly, too scared of what she'd find, her eyes came to those of pure serpentine.

…

"Toothless?" Hiccup meekly whimpered.

His breathing stopped when he saw the tear rolling down her face and the dark markings over her neck and face. It was happening again. He caught his breath and leaned to her. "_Hiccup, I'm so sorry…_"

She shook her head in protest. "It's not your fault, it's mine. I'm so sorry for hurting you and ruining your life like I do for everyone. You were the only one who ever listened and trusted me and I managed to screw up everything," more tears began to fall as she spoke with a trembling voice.

"_No, you didn't, Hiccup, you saved me. You put everything on the line for my sake and I'd gladly do the same for you_," Toothless purred as he nuzzled her hair before leaning down to try and heal her wounds.

"Don't. Please…you're free, Toothless," she pushed his snout back with her palms. "You don't have to say any of that. You have your new tail now, you don't need me anymore. You can fly away from all of this and live your life. I'm of no use to you anymore…"

He stared down to her shivering form. She could hear him. She was truly miserable here on this island. He hated that this sweet soul was trapped on an isle full of barbaric killers. She didn't belong here. This wasn't her home.

Pulling her up by the end of her sleeve, he led her to the rock where she had left his old saddle and fin. Letting her go, he tugged the instruments forward between them.

"_No. I know you can hear me, so please listen. I need you more than ever. Hiccup, I love you. I don't care how many Vikings I have to face or any other threat, I promise to always protect you, like you did for me,_" he stared into her eyes as they widened.

"Toothless…" she didn't know what else to say as her heart was beating rapidly in her chest.

Lifting his tail and flexing the black synthetic fin, he listened to the sound of the gears clicking for the last time and with a swift and powerful thrust, banged it against stone rocks several times before the fin flew off his body in torn and twisted pieces.

"Toothless! No, what are you doing?!" she dove forward to stop him, but he managed to catch her in one of his paws and pulled her close into a soft and tender kiss.

She stiffened slightly before relaxing and melting into his embrace. His contact was cool and comforting to her, remedying her trembles. Her hands slowly planted themselves onto his jowl as they deepened the kiss before separating.

"_You've become so a part of my life, not having you there makes it meaningless. I know it's selfish of me, but I want to wake up every day with you by my side and I want to share our meals together. I want to experience this world with you, Hiccup." _He released her from his hold and pulled the saddle close with his other paw towards her. He held his head low and looked to her with large loving windows. "_Live with me."_

A small smile formed over her face as she took a deep inhale. What he wanted, she had always wanted from someone, anyone...to be a part of something and to be needed. To be loved. He dove into danger to defend her, to make sure she survived not only for her but because he treasured her greatly. The dark fog she placed herself into began to vaporize and became the wind, nature pushing to her back towards him.

It was as if the cosmos were bridging them together, one who had brought destruction and one who once formed creation. The air around the cove began to chime along the tree leaves, patches of prairie and wildflowers. The scent of earth and sky unified as sweet grass and cosmic wind circled them.

Lifting her hand to him, he placed his snout over her small palm and the breeze lightened. Their eyes almost fluoresced, his like adamite and hers like petroleum diamonds.

The sound of thundering calls broke them from their sights. It was the shouting for men as they yelled out her name in aggression, the loudest being the chief's.

Hiccup's breathing began to vivify as she reached for the saddle, strapping it onto Toothless, who growled lowly in the direction of the noise.

They were close.

…

"HICCUP!" Stoick shouted louder than he had every done before in his life.

He felt like a monster. His arms were shaking as he and the villagers searched for her, to beg for forgiveness for everything. He lost so much time and moments with her, he didn't want to lose her forever.

"HICCUP!" the search party cried out. Even the teenagers joined in, shouting at the top of their lungs.

"OVER HERE, I FOUND SOMETHING!" Spitelout called out, pointing to the entrance of a large stone wall where a shield blocked the path.

Running to it, Stoick wasted no time kicking it down, shattering it into pieces as he and the others flooded the area. It was a cove, and to the far side near a cluster of boulders, they saw her.

She was atop the Night Fury, the look in her eyes screamed terror as Stoick ran towards them, shouting her name.

Hiccup shook her head as she looked back to the mass at the entrance and Stoick advancing, her breathing increased. The image of him striking her flooded her mind.

Not waiting for the large man to get near, Toothless opened his wings and took to the sky like a bullet.

"NOOOOO!" Stoick cried out as he lifted his arm out, but it was too late. She was gone. His legs gave weight and his knees dropped to the dirt, his eyes on the image of the fading dragon and his only child. His eyes began to water as tears fell to his thick red braided beard.

He forced her away.

The crowd watched as the Night Fury soared high, many tearing up at the realization that they were to blame for this.

"Look," Fishlegs pointed over to the field of vegetation, orderly rowed and full of near harvestable greens and roots. "She grew them. For us…"

They all stared at the garden. They never found it strange how during winter they never seemed to run out of vegetables, and now they understood why. Hiccup took it upon herself to provide for her people as much as she could and never showed it.

The sound of dragon calls echoed in the air as Gustav, Gobber and Gothi flew high towards the Night Fury and they hoped they could bring her back.

…

"_Toothless!"_ Fanghook cried out, hoping he heard him and thankfully he hovered till he and the others made it to his and Hiccup's side.

"Hiccup, it's okay, they're not going to hurt you," Gustav said, unable to see her face as her head hung low.

Reaching out, Gobber tried to touch her, to let her know she was safe. "Hiccup…"

Seeing his hand draw near, her body froze. All she could see was a hand ready to strike her again and she panicked. Her arms went up to shield her face as her body flinched away from him. Toothless let out a warning snarl to Bones, who backed away along with Gobber.

She stayed like this for a while till she relaxed a little, revealing the dark colorations on her skin to them.

They were all silent, their mouths slightly ajar at the sight. Hiccup was petrified for her life and it became evident to them as she began to tear up. She shook her head, silently whimpering that she couldn't...she wouldn't go back.

Gobber looked to her with wide blue eyes. He had never seen her this shaken up like this before. The father she loved, disowned and hurt her. He hurt her physically and mentally to the point where she couldn't trust them. She feared her own kind far more than anything.

He took a deep breath and lowered his eyes to Toothless. "Keep her safe and as far away from here as possible."

Toothless nodded as he handed him a small pouch.

"Tools, for her to start a new life," Gobber weakly smiled as the Night Fury took it from his hand before giving it to Hiccup who slowly reached out for it.

Gothi leaned in close on Etch and placed her hand onto Hiccup's where she left a sack, giving her a tender smile before motioning away.

"_It's full of medical herbs and a few days of food suited for her diet. We hoped it wouldn't have come to this, but it's the safest thing for her. Protect her, Night Fury,"_ Etch softly said to Toothless.

"Hiccup…" she turned over to Gustav, her shield and the staff she used to guard herself and Toothless in his hands. "Please don't go."

She reached out for the two items, placing the shield over her back and the staff under her leg. Extending her arms, he jumped off of Fanghook and leapt into her arms.

"I'll come back… I promise I'll come back, I just need some time," she told him as they held each other close. Opening her satchel, she pulled out the Book of Dragons and handed it to him. "I added the revisions, so that everyone can know the truth. I know it's gonna be difficult, but if anyone can show them, it's the three of you."

Gustav held the book close as Fanghook drew near for him to board. "_Don't leave her alone. You two are all you've got._"

Turning to Gobber, Hiccup reached out as he closed the gap between them for a farewell embrace, he felt the tears forming over his eyeballs. "Be the best YOU can be…we'll be waiting for your safe return. The both of ya."

Hiccup nodded slowly againt his chest. "I will."

Once their hug ended, Toothless gave them a confirming nod and flew up into the grey clouds above, shielding them from sight as they made their escape.

As soon as they left, the heavens began to cry.
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…

When Hiccup disappeared into the clouds, Stoick stormed out of the cove, darted for the village and pier, only to find the waves too treacherous to attempt going after her. He stood overlooking the grey and miserable world around him, men and women gathering by his side as the raindrops seemed to only blanket Berk. Soon everyone began making their way towards the Great Hall. It took several men to convince Stoick to enter and exit the rain.

Inside everything was silent. The crackling of burning wood being the only conversation within the hall. The doors flew open, bringing in heavy gust of cool wind and water as Gobber, Gothi and Gustav entered with their dragons respectively. They were covered in dense droplets of rain that seemed to just coat them rather than slide off their bodies.

Everyone stared at them, their expressions low, not speaking a word. Stoick pushed his way out of the crowd towards Gobber as Fanghook and Bones closed the door behind them.

"Where is she?" he grabbed onto Gobber's shoulders, hopping for some reassurance that she was coming home, reassurance that he could mend what was broken.

Gobber stayed silent for a moment, eyes down before speaking. "She's gone," he placed a hand over Stoick's elbow. "She needs time to heal her mind, body and heart."

Stoick felt his breath halt as he released his hold, taking a step back. In his mind, the images of his little girl raced around. The early visions were of her cheerful smile and laughter, he and Valka holding her tight. The later ones were of him walking out the front door, not man enough to tell her goodbye as he left for voyages and his returns where she slept by the fireplace for his arrival. When did it all change? When did his heart become so cold that he shut out the only comfort he had in this world? He felt like breaking down.

"Stoick," Gobber spoke to him, still trapped in memories past.

Coming back to reality, he looked into his friends eyes, clouded in sorrow and loss. He knew exactly how he felt. Both men turned towards the people, making their way to the elevated round formation in the center where he and the others had their last council. Stoick raised himself onto it and while his voice was veiled in grief, he held it steady and loud for all to hear.

"Today, we've lost someone dear, someone whom we all took for granted. Hiccup… committed the most traitorous act in accordance to our bylaws. Harboring and consorting with dragons, it is an act punishable by death… However," he paused and stared into the fire as it danced around, the figment of his child in the flames. "…it was an act that has bridged our two worlds together and brought forth peace." He lifted his arm out, pointing to the three dragon riders by their dragons. "I know as Vikings, we're stubborn and don't take to change very well, but if we ever want to get Hiccup to come back home, we need to prove to her that we can. Help me make Berk a home again, for us all…for my little girl."

All around, men and women looked to their chief. He had never led them astray, even during his darkest times and they could tell more were to haunt him. His daughter did so much for the people of Berk. They never truly gave her the time to just be free and experience life like the other youths. She had to grow up so quickly to fill in the void of her mother and to pick up the pieces till her father got better. By the time Stoick returned to his duties, she had already taken her own by forging, assisting during banquets and helping regulate rations in the food storage. Where was the time for four-year old Hiccup to play and smile? In all honesty, they didn't blame her for leaving. She must have been so frightened, thinking they were out to put her life to an end.

_What life must have been like for her here where she was treated like an oddity?_ They all simultaneously thought to themselves.

"We'll help…" Bucket and Mulch raised their hooked hands up. They were still unsure of many things, but they knew Hiccup always did what she did for the good of her people. They witnessed her lose that spark of light years ago. But even with that hint of hope gone, she never let the last flicker fade and used it to make Berk a better place. Over the past few days they saw glimpses of her light grow and now they knew it was from her time with dragons. If dragons brought the light back into her eyes, what could they do for Berk and her people?

"Us as well," Gobber, Gustav, and Gothi raised their palms out, Fanghook and Bones lifting their wings while Etch lifted her whip-like tail.

Soon more began chiming in. Others were more resilient but after the image of Hiccup crossed their minds, they agreed.

Mildew, wanting nothing to do with either dragons or the Haddock girl, stormed out of the hall and out into the storm outside. His sheep, Fungus, following close behind, his thoughts on the matter unknown to all as he exited with his companion.

…

On the opposite side of the hall, the teenagers gathered together. They were silent for a good while, Ruffnut finally ending the silence.

"Mr. Awesome…was a dragon."

The others looked to her with confused expressions, all but Aarne who had his arms crossed and tensed as he leaned to the wall.

"You mean her "special someone" was that thing?!" Snotlout questioned pointing outward.

"That 'thing' is a Night Fury and has a name, it's Toothless, and I can see why she'd pick him over any of the guys here," she crossed her arms, staring at the lot of them. "No offense, Fishlegs," she said to him in less of an aggressive tone.

"None taken, he definitely lives up to the hype," he said nervously twiddling with his fingers.

"Wait, so you two aren't in the least bit worried about any of this?" Tuffnut asked stepping closer to his sister.

"Well of course we are, but look at this from Hiccup's point-of-view: mostly everyone here either treated her with hostility or completely ignored her. So what if the one person who showed her some humility happened to be a dragon, she seemed happy with him," Fishlegs answered.

"_**Him?**_" Aarne repeated as he pushed himself off the wall and began on a death march towards Fishlegs, who cringed and whimpered at his advance. "You think she was happy? She disowned herself as being one of us to be with _**him**_?" he said the last word with resentment.

"Well can you blame her? He was the only one who ever treated her like an actual person," Ruffnut stepped forward, blocking Aarne's path.

"You guys may have treated her like a garbage, but I was looking out for her," Aarne got right in her face, their eyes piercing each other's like daggers.

"What, you thought being this tough guy would make everything better? That's the difference between you two, he didn't have to be strong, he proved himself by being vulnerable and there when she needed it."

Aarne puffed his chest out and balled his fist before punching the wall, leaving a wide crack in the stone causing them all to flinch back. He paced back and forth, mumbling under his breath.

_What could she have possibly seen in him?! A dragon, I've been beating myself up over a dragon?! A Night Fury nonetheless. She kissed him, said she loved him… How could she choose him over me…?" _ He thought as he gave the wall a second jab.

That was really all that it came down to, he was jealous. He had never worried about another guy coming into her life because he was sure he'd be the only one worth being seen. Who knew he had a Night Fury as competition over Hiccup's affection?

_What could he have conceivably done? Give her a shell and be by her side? It couldn't have been that simple!_

It hit Aarne about mid-pace that it was that simple. That dragon did something he hadn't, he was there. He spent years watching her from a distance and fighting behind her back when all she ever needed was someone by her side. That was all she ever wanted, a friend.

He took a breath of realization. If they ever wanted to see Hiccup again, they had to change things around Berk, he'd have to change himself. No more tough guy act, he had to be himself for a change. In his heart he still wanted to be with Hiccup but he had to do it with a clean slate. No more aggression. If he wanted to earn her back from, Toothless, he was going to do it by starting over, even if he really hated the idea.

Walking by, Gustav made his way past them towards the door before being stopped by Snotlout. "Where do you think you're going?"

"Not now, Snotlout, I'm not in the mood…" Gustav side-stepped away from him only to be pulled by the collar up into the air.

"Well I am, so talk or do you want a mouthful of fist? Hiccup isn't here to protect you anymore," he held his fist high till hot puffs of smoke brushed along the back of his neck. Looking behind him, he caught glimpse at the Monstrous Nightmare over him, snarling deeply. Snotlout lowered Gustav to the ground gently before stepping back. Hiccup may not be there, but just as threatening was an adolescent Nightmare.

Fanghook growled at the buff teenager before him. No one messed with his brother. "Come on, Fanghook. He's not worth it," his voice as dry and slightly irritated that Snotlout hadn't managed to learn a thing. Complying with his brother's request he walked past the group of youths but not before flicking his tail to Snotlout before leaving out the door.

"Can you believe that kid? Thinks just cause he's got a dragon, he's better than us," Snotlout pouted as he rubbed his hit shoulder.

"I think he's just sad because he lost his best friend," Tuffnut corrected, shrugging his shoulders.

"Please, Hiccup, his best friend? That's the lamest friendship ever, right Aarne?" he leaned to one side as his hand made contact with Aarne's left shoulder pad, a smirk on his face.

After his epiphany, Aarne didn't look as he punched him square in the jaw, knocking him to the ground.

"Just shut up, Snotlout."

…

Gustav walked over to the arena, the stone walls and grounds covered in moisture as more rain fell. With Fanghook by his side, they unlocked all the cages, the doors slowly opening wide. The first head out was the Nadder, how recognized the boy as the one watching the training from above. Soon the Zippleback walked out into the rain followed by the Gronckle and the red Nightmare. They all gave each other a confused stare before trailing their vision to the young boy and the young Nightmare.

"You're all free, you can go now," Gustav said for all to hear.

They chattered amongst themselves, not too sure if it was some form of trap.

"My friend, Hiccup, she tried to tell everyone you guys weren't bad. But…she had to leave and find a new home. Berk has no need to put you all in cages anymore, so go before they realize you're all gone," He swatted the air for the dragons to go.

They slowly began out the main gate, Gustav and Fanghook proceeding into the pen that once housed the larger Nightmare. He was tired. She had promised things wouldn't go wrong and they hadn't till Stoick interfered. Now she was gone. He knew she'd return, but Berk needed to change. The one thing he didn't know was how long it would take.

Before exiting, the Nadder looked back to the boy and his Nightmare companion. The name Hiccup resonated to her as the girl who gave off a benign aura as well as the owner of the sweet blood. That Viking girl helped then as did this boy. He would be willing to take the blame when they all left. It was a kind act, but he looked so cold and damp inside with just the Nightmare. Mind set, the Nadder turned around as she made her way towards the pen with the two inside.

"_Wait, so you're going back?"_ the Zippleback on the right asked seeing her.

"_Into the cage?"_ his brother on the left added.

"_Yes,"_ she answered.

"_Do you know what you're doin', sug? Freedom is this way,"_ the Gronckle inquired nudging her head out the main gate.

"_I know,"_ she chirped as she ruffled her scales dry in the pen.

"_So what are you doing?"_ the Nightmare looked to the Nadder as she entered further into his former cell and curled up next to Gustav and Fanghook.

"_I'm staying._"

They stared as the boy pet her head before lowering his onto the two toned Nightmare.

"_Incoming,"_ the left Zippleback head pulled his neck back a bit. "_Message to a Nadder."_

"_What's it say?"_ he right head joined.

"'_You're crazy',"_ his brother finished.

"_Suit yourselves, I'll be here where it's dry and cozy," _she closed her eyes and rested.

"_Hey, if you guys are leaving and you meet my friend, Toothless, tell him I said 'Hi'," _Fanghook called out to them.

"_Sure thing, sug', what is he, a Nightmare?"_ the Gronckle asked.

"_Night Fury. He's traveling with a human girl, Hiccup._"

The red Nightmare froze. "_You're saying that Night Fury is out there in the wild, away from here?"_

Fanghook nodded his head in confirmation.

"_I'm staying. Move over,_" the Nightmare returned to his cell, leaning closest to the wall. If the Night Fury was out there, he did not want to confront him, especially if his woman was nearby, no matter how nice she was.

"_Might as well stay too. It's too windy for me to fly out anyways,"_ the Gronckle shrugged as she made her way to the pen by Fanghook's left side. A smile crossed her face as she remembered the sweet grass smelling child from days before.

"_I guess it's just you and me bro. Us against the world and…where are we going?_" the left head of the Zippleback asked as his brother led their body into the dry area. Soon both rested themselves by the Nadder.

Gustav looked around and a warm smile enveloped his face. Inside the pen began to get warm and comfortable, Gustav's clothes drying quickly and stopping his shivers. As the sound of rainwater lullabied them all into a peaceful slumber, he held the Book of Dragons close, knowing someday he'd make Berk a place for both Viking and dragon.

…

Throughout the duration of their flight, Hiccup remained silent as she nestled her torso and head flat onto Toothless' back. She placed the items given to her into her satchel and tucked the staff under her legs. Her mind slowed down for the first time in many years and thought of herself for a change. She was now a renegade on her own self-exile, with Toothless by her side. She'd miss many things on Berk like the cove, her garden, the forge, her study, her home… The people too, she'd miss every single one of them from the fishermen, Bucket and Mulch, and to Mildew and Fungus, even if they didn't quite like her very much. Most of all, she'd miss the times when Stoick the Vast was her father.

Hiccup buried her face on Toothless' saddle as she thought to the things she now couldn't do anymore. She no longer had to get up and cook meals for her and the chief or do laundry or clean the house. She didn't have weapon orders to fix or make and do inventory on metal supplies. She wouldn't have to worry about decorating and making dishes for feasts or deal with cleaning up by herself after it. No longer did she have to hide her sorrow over what was being said about her behind her back or look over her shoulders for projectile rocks.

It dawned on her just how much she did for Berk and just how little time she had to herself. Now that she wasn't there, she had all this free time.

_I'm free…?_ She thought as the clouds began to part and the formation of a large mountain came into sight. She recognized the island by the black pebbled beach and the cluster of dragons freely soaring about. "Dragon Island?"

"_The one place where no Viking can ever find you_," Toothless said as he lowered his angle down towards the island's shore.

At the sight of the Night Fury, the dragons below gathered around and when the wind carried the scent of sweet grass across the island, more came out to greet their new arrival. Toothless landed softly on the stone beach, Hiccup slowly lifting her head up to see the cluster of wild dragons forming around them. Zipplebacks, Gronckles, Nadders, and Nightmares gathered around as Hiccup cautiously got down from Toothless and laid the staff to the ground, showing she meant no harm. Almost instantly, the little violet Nadder popped out from the crowd and raced to her, chirping merrily at sight of her.

"Hey there, sweet one. How's your wing?" she asked with a smile as he brushed his head to her open palms lovingly. He sent her cute little chatters and peeps which she couldn't understand but was sure he meant he was alright. She looked over to Toothless with a small grin.

"_His wing's better. He really missed you, calls you 'nice lady',"_ Toothless smiled down to her as she kneeled to gently pet the Nadder.

"My name is Hiccup, I missed you too," she nuzzled the Nadder's face, him doing the same to hers.

"_Is she gonna stay, Night Fury?"_ the Nadder asked as Hiccup allowed him to move about.

"_She must. Her kind threatened her life. Until she's ready and their island is fit to house her again, she must remain here. I know many of you aren't comfortable with humans, but I can assure you she's docile and means no harm to anyone,"_ Toothless called out for all to hear. He was expecting complaints, even being told she wasn't allowed, instead he got the opposite.

The wild dragons nodded in approval to her arrival, many flapping their wings in joy to the revelation she was to stay. He was taken aback by the positive reaction.

"_She's more than welcomed,"_ the Gronckle walked up beside the two as he motioned for the young Nadder to return to his mother's side. "_Hiccup, has given us our greatest treasure, our freedom. She helped vanquished Red Death and protected our own from harm."_ He looked over to the flock of hatchlings as they eagerly crept up to Hiccup's side, to which she extended her arms to them in embrace, gazing at them with caring eyes. They then proceeded to snuggle around her as she giggled sweetly to their actions. "_In physical form, she may not be a dragon, but in spirit she is one of us."_ He leaned close to Toothless, whispering to him before letting out a call to the flock who in response called out in delight to the news.

Toothless leaned down to Hiccup, giving the young ones the look that told them to go. He nuzzled her hair and helped her up from her kneeling position. "_Welcome home, my Queen."_

He lowered his head to her as did the other dragons. A queen protected all, young and old. To them, Hiccup was their jewel, their savior from a life of imprisonment. And like she defended them with her life, they too would battle for hers.

Hiccup watched in awe as every dragon bowed their heads to her. They wanted her to stay, to be safe. Clearing her throat, she readied her words. "Thank you. I'm not too sure how to be a queen, but I'd like to start off as being your friend. I'm not strong, or brave, but I'll protect everyone the best way I can," she lowered her head and bowed to the crowd of dragons.

The horde gave out mighty roars, some even blazing up the air with spirals of fire. For them, she didn't need to be strong physically, her strength lied within her soul and she was far braver than she considered herself to be. They knew she'd make a glorious ruler, a kind one who would look after them and never bring them harm.

For the first time in centuries, Dragon Island had itself a fit potentate.

…

As the sun shined high in the sky, storm clouds came within sight of Dragon Island. Hiccup gathered the young dragons back to their mothers and fathers, even assisting many find places to stay dry before the rain fell. The more she explored her new home, the more she felt at ease.

The forests were lush and filled with tall, thick healthy trees and the waters of the streams tasted crisp and full of energy. It was difficult to believe such beauty could exist on a land once filled with fear and smog. To the dragons, her presence seemed to push back the toxic miasma surrounding the island, filling it with the fresh essence of earthy mist. The air became light and the isle soon warmed under the bright sunlight. The climate certainly felt different to her than what she was used to on Berk. It was warmer and she felt the alp helped to add the heat along with the rays.

The Gronckle as well as several other dragons began gathering supplies for Hiccup from wrecked Viking ships like ropes and sails, little things that she could use to make her adjustment to her new home more comfortable. By the time the sun was setting, she felt humid and once she found a suitable stop by a waterfall, she proceeded to undress for a bath. Thankfully, Gothi packed her a vial of sweet grass cleaner and with that she made her way under the falls.

She was happily bathing when she felt a presence loom over her. "Toothless? What is it?" she looked up to him as he stood on his hind legs, placing his paws over to the stone wall behind the falls as water fell down his head. Not answering, he spread his wings out till the ends sliced through the water.

He looked over her bruised skin. Her forearm was darkly marked, as was her neck and cheek. Taking one paw, he reached out and motioned her to turn her back to him. There he saw large discoloration as well as a purple line to her side. Purring softly, he leaned down to heal her wounds. "_I'm so sorry this happened to you,_" he said after lapping her back to its normal condition.

"I thought, I could change their minds, maybe show them the truth," Hiccup whispered as he treated her arm.

"_Some just don't change…" _Toothless lowered himself to heal her bruised side.

"I know. I just had to try."

He nudged her back softly for her to turn towards him before mending her neck. "_You're safe now. I won't let anybody hurt you again."_

"You too. I'll protect you," she stared into his eyes after he soothed her cheek, leaving a warm natural blush.

They stayed like that for a while, smiling to each other as the cool water blanketed their bodies. Toothless leaned down to her once more as she tip-toed to him. They're lips close till the snap of a twig halted their moment.

"_Here are some items for her, sir,"_ the Gronckle laid the items gathered by Hiccup's belongings before chuckling slyly and flying off to shield himself from the coming rain.

Toothless sighed reluctantly, the feeling of a soft kiss to his cheek soothing his irritation.

…

After taking Hiccup to his cave, she took one of the torn sails, mended herself a few articles and a simple white gown for her to sleep in. Once she was finished, Toothless gave her the leather cuff, to which she reattached to his paw. Exiting to the soft sand, she grabbed a few pieces of dry driftwood on the beach before the first droplets of water fell onto her island.

By the time the rain hit, the sun was gone. The warm night air mixed with the cool rain, washing away the bad memories the island held for its residents.

Lining the wood together, Hiccup formed herself a small bed. Lifting herself up, she figured it would make do until she managed to make a more permanent one. She was getting ready to lay down when the pieces of dried wood caught fire, burning away in beautiful shades of red and amber. The feeling of strong paws pulled her back as Toothless fell to his side, embracing her close.

"_There's no way I'm letting you sleep on driftwood. You're sleeping with me,"_ he pressed her closer to his body, letting his warmth transfer to her. He missed this softness. The feeling of her by his side and for as long as he could, he'd never let her go again.

Hiccup didn't object to his command, his hold was delicate and she loved the sound of his heart lulling her to sleep.

"Toothless," she whispered.

"_Yeah,"_ he hummed, breathing steadily as sleep drew near.

"At the arena, when you called me your woman…did you mean that?"

He tensed slightly to the question. "_Yeah, and I'm not taking it back."_

"I wouldn't want you to. It actually made me happy… I'm glad to be yours," she nuzzled her head onto his chest.

Toothless relaxed himself. "_And I'm honored to be yours." _He took a deep breath of her decadent aroma and chirped peacefully. "_Our lives have only begun, Hiccup. I can't imagine what the future holds in store for us."_

"I'm not too sure, but I want to spend as much of it with you," they closed their eyes and let their gentle heartbeats drift them to sleep.

For them, the future could hold joy, danger, excitement...it didn't really matter right then and there. All they did know was that it was sure to be better than their past. As long as they were together, the world wasn't as dark.

As the last drop of rain fell by the cave entrance, their breaths and heartbeats synced.

_Tomorrow's our future,_ they thought as the weights of the world were lifted off their shoulders.


End file.
